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A T various times in history colonies of Jews have gone to 
/\ China and lived there. The city of K’aifeng, in the 
JL jL province of Honan, was a centre for them. In China 
they have never been persecuted, and if they have suffered 
hardships, these were only the hardships of life in the com¬ 
munity where they were. 

In its basis, therefore, this novel may be said 'to be histori¬ 
cally tme, although the characters, with unimportant excep¬ 
tions, are the creatures of my imagination. The story takes 
place at the period, about a century ago, when the Chinese 
had accepted the Jews, and when, indeed, most Jews had 
come to think of themselves as Chinese. To-day even the 
memory of their origin is gone. They are Chinese. 
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I T was spring in the city of K’aifeng, a late spring in the 
northern Chinese province of Honan. Behind the high city 
walls the peach-trees, planted in courtyards, bloomed earlier 
than they did upon the farms spreading over the level plains 
around the moat. Yet even in such shelter the peach blossoms 
were still only rosy buds at Passover. 

Within the courts of the house of Ezra ben Israel the peach 
blossoms had been cut several days early and had been forced 
to bloom in time for the feast. Each spring Peony, the Chinese 
bondmaid, made it her task to provide thus for the branches 
of flowers that stood against the walls of the great hall. Each 
year Ezra, her master, and Madame Ezra, her mistress, took 
notice of what she had done. Knowing how cold the spring 
had been this year and how long the dusty north-west winds 
had blown upon the city, they had given her special praise 
when they entered the great hall this night for the feast, 

‘See what magic our little Peony has wrought this Passover,’ 
Ezra had said, his plump hand gesturing towards the 
flowers. 

Madame Ezra had paused to admire. Her impetuous look 
grew kind. ‘Very pretty, my child,’ she had said to Peony. 

Peony had remained properly silent, her small hands folded 
above her flowing sleeves, David’s eyes she met and avoided 
as he smiled, but Leah’s warm smile she accepted, answering 
it with a small quiver of her lips. The old rabbi had given no 
sign. He was blind and so he saw nothing. As for Aaron, his 
son, Peony did not look at him. 

They took their seats at the ample round table that had 
been placed in the middle of the hall, and Peony began to 
direct the serving of the food in her noiseless graceful fashion. 
Four menservants obeyed her, and Wang Ma, the elder woman 
servant, poured the tea. 

As long as she could remember, Peony had watched this 
evening feast in early spring in the house of Ezra. She had 
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directed the placing of every dish and utensil upon the table 
and the servants had obeyed her because she knew, as well as 
though she had been a daughter in the house, exactly where 
each dish was to be found and each placed. The dishes were 
kept the year round, unused except for this night before 
Passover. The silver spoons and chopsticks, the great seven- 
branched candlesticks, all were shining in the light of the 
lanterns hung from the high red beams. Upon a vast silver 
tray she herself had placed the symbols she did not understand, 
but which each year she prepared, a roasted egg, bitter herbs, 
apples, nuts, and wine. They were curiosities of a foreign 
religion. 

But the whole day was a strange one in this unheeding 
Chinese city. Although Peony knew the rites well, each spring 
she wondered at them again. The search through the house 
for bits of leavened bread! Ezra, the master, had made the 
search this morning as he always did, laughing as he went 
carelessly from spot to spot, and asking her if that were all. 
Madame Ezra used always to hide the bits of leavened bread 
for him to find, but now for several years she had let Peony 
do it, and Ezra had commanded her to count the bits so that 
he would know when he was finished. He made a joke of it, 
as though he were somewhat ashamed before the servants. 
When Peony and David were children, they had laughed 
immoderately at the search and had joined in it with merri¬ 
ment, pointing out each crumb of the forbidden bread. But 
then she had not known that she was only a bondmaid. 

Now she knew. She stood quietly watchful, as the feast 
proceeded. Each person at the table was known to her in 
some fashion, David she knew best. For David’s sake she had 
been bought in a year of famine, when the Yellow River had 
burst its dikes and had swept over the low-lying land. She 
had been too young to remember that sale of herself. Try as 
she might, she could remember no face before David’s face. 
He was her first memory, a gay boy, two years older than she, 
always much taller, much stronger, so that instinctively she 
turned to him and depended upon him. In those days she 
had told him all her little thoughts and sorrows, and it had 
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been a habit hard to break. Yet her own wisdom had taught 
her that it must be broken. It was not sensible to think that 
the bond between two children could continue beyond child¬ 
hood, not when one was master and the other bondmaid. 

She did not repine, knowing herself fortunate in this kindly 
Jewish household. Ezra ben Israel, the head of the house, 
was a cheerful, stout-bodied merchant. Did he cut his full 
beard, Peony often thought, he would have looked Chinese, 
for he had had a Chinese mother. This was a grief to Madame 
Ezra, and so none spoke of it. She took comfort in the know¬ 
ledge that David, her son, looked like her rather than his 
father, and she was fond of declaring, indeed, that David was 
most like her own father, for whom she had named him. All 
the house feared Madame Ezra not a little, even while each 
depended upon her for some private good, for her great kind¬ 
ness was likely to be undone at any moment by a sudden 
temper. She was a woman nearing fifty years of age, tall and 
large, handsome if one did not dislike a high nose and bright 
colour. With all her warmth, she had also certain rigidities 
of belief and habit that could not be shaken. Thus, as usual 
on the Passover feast, Madame Ezra had invited the Rabbi 
and his two children, Aaron and Leah. Aaron was a pale 
secretive youth of seventeen, whom Peony despised for his pale 
splotched face and his corruption. Whether his family or 
Ezra’s house knew of his evil deeds she did not know, and it 
was beneath her to inquire. Perhaps none of the Seven 
Surnames and Eight Families, as the Jews were called in 
K’aifeng, knew all that the Rabbi’s son did, and the Chinese 
were too kind to tell them. 

Leah was different. Leah was good, one of those rare 
creatures born beautiful and good together. From her waiting 
place near the table Peony watched Leah with a sad pleasure 
that she would not allow to become envy. To-night in her 
wine-red robe girdled at the waist with a gold band, Leah was 
wholly beautiful, except perhaps that she was too tall. The 
Chinese did not like tall women. Yet against this defect, Leah 
had a cream-pale skin and large dark eyes glowing between 
long curled lashes, and her lips were red and full. The nose, 
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again, was too high for Chinese beauty, although it was not 
large as Madame Ezra’s was. 

Leah was more than beautiful. She was filled with some 
spirit, a high quality, which Peony admired and did not 
understand. * The Chinese said of her, ‘She is heaven-good’. 
They meant that her goodness was natural and that it flowed 
from a fountain within herself. As she sat beside her father, 
quick to help him when he moved his head, she illuminated 
the feast with joy, even though she seldom spoke. 

Something of this, perhaps, came from her father, the Rabbi. 
A man of great height and spare frame, he was clothed with 
saintliness as with a robe of light. Years ago he had caught 
a disease of the eyes from which many Chinese suffered, and 
since no cure was known, he had become blind. Being foreign, 
lie had no immunity, and upon him blindness fell quickly. 
He had not seen his dead wife’s face after she was thirty years 
of age, and Leah and Aaron he had seen only as little children. 
Whether, not able to see these human faces, he was compelled 
to look only upon the face of God, or whether from his natural 
goodness, he appeared now to be all spirit and no more flesh. 
His hair, which had grown white soon after he became blind, 
framed his white and beautiful face. Above his long white 
beard his high nose and sunken eyes were proud and calm. 

Thus they sat at the feast table and Peony saw every 
movement and smile. She saw David look at Leah across the 
table and look away again, and she repressed the pang this 
gave her. He was Leah’s equal in height, and Peony thought 
him even more beautiful. At nineteen David ben Ezra was 
nearing the fullness of his young manhood. His Jewish gar¬ 
ments became him; this Peony had to admit, although she 
did not like them because they made him strange to her. On 
usual days he wore Chinese robes because he said they were 
more comfortable. But to-night he wore a blue and gold robe, 
and on his head his blue silk Jewish cap pressed down his dark 
short curls. She could not keep from looking at him, and then 
he caught her eyes and smiled at her. Instantly she bowed 
her head, and turned away to bid Old Wang, the eldest 
manservant, to fetch the Passover wine jug. 
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‘Take it to the Master/ she directed. 

‘I know,’ he hissed. ‘You need not tell me after all these 
years. You are as bad as my old woman!’ 

As he spoke Wang Ma, his wife, came in with more servants, 
bearing basins and pitchers of water, and towels ready for the 
ceremony of hand washing. But Ezra, instead of blessing the 
wine, rose front the heaped cushions of his chair and filled the 
Rabbi’s glass. 

‘Bless the wine for us, Father,’ he said. 

The Rabbi rose and lifted his glass and blessed the wine, 
and they all rose and drank. When they were seated again 
Wang Ma led the servants and they poured water into the 
silver basins, and each person at the table washed and dried 
his hands. Then each took a bitter herb and dipped it in the 
salt and ate it. 

It was all familiar to the Chinese servants and yet always 
strange. They stood about the room, silent, their dark eyes 
watching in fascination and wonder and respect. Under their 
gaze Ezra was not wholly at ease as he proceeded with the 
rites. 

‘David, my son, Leah is younger than you, and she will ask 
the four questions this time,’ he said. 

And Leah, blushing a little, said the questions four times in 
her deep and sweet voice, which still was somehow childlike. 

‘Wherein is this night different from other nights?’ 

Four times she asked and four times the answers came from 
those about the table, the Rabbi’s great solemn voice louder 
than any: 

‘On all other nights we may eat leavened bread but on this 
night only unleavened. 

‘On all other nights we may eat other kinds of herbs but 
on this night only bitter herbs. 

‘On all other nights we need not dip an herb even once, 
but on this night we do so twice. 

‘On all other nights we eat sitting upright, but on this night 
we may recline.’ 

When the four questions had been asked and answered, 
Ezra said, ‘Tell us the story now from Haggadah, Father.’ 
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But here Madame Ezra spoke with reproach. ‘Oh, Ezra, 
it is you, the father of our family, who should tell the story! 
I do believe you have forgotten it, for every year you will not 
tell it. If only you read Hebrew you could read it to us . 1 

‘I would not dare, in the presence of the Rabbi,’ Ezra said, 
laughing. 

So the old Rabbi told the ancient story of how once their 
people were bondmen in a foreign land and how one of them 
named Moses rose up to set them free, and how he bade his 
people bake bread quickly without leaven and kill a lamb 
and mark their door-posts with its blood, and how after many 
plagues the last plague came upon their rulers so that the 
first-born son in every family died, and at last the king of that 
country bade them go. Thus forever each year this day was 
their festival of freedom. 

‘Until,’ the Rabbi said, lifting his head high, ‘until we 
return to the land that belongs to us, our own land!’ 

‘May it be soon!' Madame Ezra cried and wiped her eyes. 

‘May it be soon,’ Leah said gravely. 

But Ezra and David were silent. 

Four times during the long story Peony had motioned to 
the servants to pour wine, and four times all drank in memory 
of what she did not know, but she knew the wine must be 
poured. The very meaning of the word ‘Jew’ Peony did not 
know, nor did any Chinese know, beyond the fact that these 
foreigners, who prospered so well in the rich city, had come 
long ago from a far country, Judea, or as it was called, the 
Country of the Jews. Through Persia and India they had 
come by sea and land to China. At many times in history, in 
one generation after another, they had come as merchants 
and traders in a small steady human stream. But every now 
and again they came in a sudden crowd of some hundreds at 
a time, bringing their families and priests with them. So had 
Ezra’s own ancestors come, scores of years ago, one of seventy 
families, through India, and bringing with them bolts of cotton 
goods, which was treasure to the Chinese, who only knew the 
making of silk. This gift, presented to the emperor of that 
early dynasty, had won them favour, and upon them he 
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bestowed the Chinese family name of Chao, by which surname 
Ezra was known to this day in the city of K’aifeng. 

The Chinese in the city viewed these modest invasions with 
tolerant eyes. They were a clever people, these Jews, full of 
energy and wit, and often a Chinese, indolent with years of 
good living, employed a Jew to manage his business. Almost 
as often he gave a second or third daughter to the Jew for his 
wife, but the Jews never gave their daughters in return. 

‘Quick, you turnip!’ Wang Ma now whispered to Old Wang 
as the Rabbi sat down. ‘Fetch the eggs!’ 

Wang Ma had been a bondmaid, too, in this house, and 
even as Peony now watched, so had she in the days when she 
was young and pretty. Too kind, too old now to be envious 
of Peony, yet sometimes she stepped forward before the 
family. 

Old Wang ran to the door and shouted and two servants 
came in with bowls of eggs boiled hard in salt water and 
peeled. Each one at the table took an egg, and in silence 
they ate. 

‘Signifying our tears and our hope,’ the old Rabbi mur¬ 
mured, and his deep voice echoed about the table. 

When the eggs were eaten Ezra clapped his hands. ‘Now, 
now,’ he called, ‘let us have the feast!’ 

Wang Ma and Old Wang had gone out during the eating 
of the eggs and the other servants with them, and at this 
moment they pulled back the curtains and a procession of 
servants came in bearing dishes of all kinds of fish and fowl 
and meat, except pork, and set them upon the table in a wide 
circle. Taking up his chopsticks, Ezra waved them and urged 
all to begin, and he himself placed upon the bowls of the Rabbi 
and Leah those tidbits that he thought most delicious. 

So all ate and Ezra ate and drank until the veins stood out 
red on his neck, the whole time talking and merry and pressing 
food on everyone. Of all of them, only Aaron sat silent and 
pale. Yet he ate voraciously and quickly, as though he had 
not for a long time had enough, and Leah looked at him 
reproachfully for his greediness, but he did not heed her. 
Once, catching her eyes, he made a sullen face at her, and 

7 



this David saw with indignation, but he said nothing. He 
searched with his chopsticks and found a tender bit of flesh 
on his own plate, and he put it on Leah’s plate for her. This 
Peony saw. 

The feast went on its usual course. Ezra grew merry as he 
ate and drank, and even Madame Ezra laughed at his jokes 
and nonsense. The Rabbi smiled his dim high smile and 
Aaron snickered and David threw back joke for joke and Leah 
laughed with joy, until David began to crack his jokes only 
to make her laugh the more, while his parents admired him. 
This Peony saw. 

She made no sign. A sweet fixed smile was set upon her 
lips and she busied herself, dismissing the servants at last. 
Alone she kept the wine cups filled and replenished the sweet¬ 
meats until the feast was over and the guests gone. Then she 
ran ahead and made ready David’s bed, turning down the 
silken quilts and loosening the embroidered curtains from the 
heavy silver hooks. But she did not stay to greet him. She 
went away to her own room, and upon her narrow bed she 
lay long awake, remembering David’s face as he had turned 
to Leah, and remembering, she could not sleep. 

The next morning Peony woke early, and there upon her 
eyelids was still the memory of David’s face when he had 
looked at Leah the night before. How foolish I am! she thought 
restlessly. She rose and washed and dressed herself and 
braided her hair freshly, and having made her room neat for 
the day she went into the peach-tree garden. It lay in the 
silence of the spring morning. Under the early sun the dew 
still hung in a bright mist on the grass, and the pool in the 
centre of the garden was brimming its stone walls. The water 
was clear and the fish were flashing their golden sides near 
the surface. 

The great low-built house that surrounded the garden was 
still in sleep. Birds twittered in the eaves undisturbed and a 
small Pekingese dog slept on the threshold like a small lioness. 
She had lifted her head alertly at the sound of a sliding panel, 
and when she saw Peony, she got up and moved with majesty 
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towards her mistress, waiting in the path until Peony stooped 
and touched her head with delicate fingers. 

‘Hush, Small Dog,’ she said in a low voice. ‘Every one is 
asleep.’ 

The dog, receiving the caress without humility, lay down 
again, and Peony stood smiling and gazing about her with 
delight, as though she had never seen the garden before, 
although she had lived so many years in this house. Once 
again, as often before had happened, the oppression of the 
night vanished. The many joys of her life grew bright again 
with the morning. She enjoyed comfort, she loved beauty, 
and of both this house had much. If she were not in the main 
stream of its warmth and affection, yet the abundance of both 
overflowed upon her. She put aside her fears of the night, 
and then, tiptoeing along the stone path, she approached a 
peach-tree about to bloom at last, and began to cut a branch 
with a pair of iron scissors she had brought with her. Her coat 
and trousers of pink satin were the same shade as the blossoms, 
and in the midst of pale pink and tender green, her black hair, 
combed in a long braid and coiled over one ear and fringed 
above her forehead, her large black eyes, and her ivory skin 
made her face as clear-cut as a carving. She was slender and 
short, and her round face was demure. Her eyes were lively, 
the black pupils unusually large, the whites very clear, and 
her mouth was small, full, and red. Her hands, stretched 
above her head, were dexterous, and her pink sleeves, falling 
away, showed round pretty arms. 

She had barely cut the branch when she heard her name 
called. 

‘Peony ! 5 

She turned and saw David as he came from another part 
of the garden, and instantly all her hurt was gone. Did she 
not know him as none other did? He was tall, almost a man, 
but behind his new height she saw him the child she had 
always known. His height showed him foreign, she thought, 
and so did his full dark eyes and his curling dark hair, his skin 
dark, but without the golden tinge of a Chinese. This morning 
he wore a Chinese robe of thin dark blue silk tied about him 
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with a white silk girdle, and she thought of him as her own. 
His handsome mouth was pouting and still childish. 

‘Why didn’t you answer me when I called?’ he demanded. 

Peony put her finger to her lips. ‘Oh—you promised me 
you wouldn’t come into the garden after me!’ she breathed. 
‘Young Master,’ she added. 

In a low voice he demanded fiercely, ‘You have never called 
me Master—why have you changed since yesterday?’ 

Peony busied herself with peach blossoms. ‘Yesterday your 
mother told me I must call you Young Master.’ Her voice 
was faltering and shy, but her black eyes, dancing under their 
long straight lashes, were naughty. ‘We are grown up now, 
your mother said.’ 

It was true that yesterday morning Madame Ezra, beset by 
a gust of temper in the midst of preparations for the feast, had 
rebuked Peony suddenly. 

‘Where is David to sit?’ Peony had asked, very carelessly. 

‘Dare to call my son by his name!’ Madame Ezra had cried. 

‘But, Lady, have I not always so called his name?’ Peony 
had asked. 

‘Let it be so no more,’ Madame Ezra had replied. ‘You 
should have been the first to know that you are not children 
now.’ She had paused and then had gone on, ‘And while I 
speak, here is more—you are no longer to go to his room, for 
any cause, if he is there—or he to yours. Do you hear me?’ 

‘Yes, Mistress.’ Peony had turned away to hide her tears, 
and Madame Ezra had relented. 

‘I do not blame you, child, for growing up,’ she announced. 
‘But I teach you this: Whatever happens is always the woman’s 
fault.’ 

‘Yes, Mistress,’ Peony had said again. 

‘Oh, you know my mother,’ David now grumbled. 

Peony darted a shrewd look at him. ‘She will scold you for 
wearing your robe tied around you like that. Only yesterday 
she told me I must help you to be neat—“a bondmaid’s duty”, 
she said.’ 

She put the peach blossoms carefully on the ground as she 
spoke and went to him. He laughed a young man’s laughter, 
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lazy, amorous, teasing, and standing beside her, he submitted 
to her nimble fingers. He was so tall that he shielded her from 
the house, but he threw a quick look over his shoulder. 

‘Whose bondmaid are you ? 5 he demanded. 

She lifted her long lashes. ‘Yours , 5 she said. Then her lips 
twitched. ‘That’s not to say I’m worth much! You know 
what I cost when they bought me for you—a hundred dollars 
and a suit of clothes . 5 

‘That was when you were a skinny thing of eight , 5 he teased. 
‘Now you’re worth—let’s see—seventeen, pretty, but very 
disobedient and still a handful of a girl. Why, you must be 
worth ten times as much ! 5 

‘Be still,’ she commanded him. ‘This button is almost off. 
Come with me and I will sew it on.’ 

‘Come to your room ? 5 

She shook her head. ‘Your mother said that was to 
stop.’ 

‘You come to my room,’ he urged. 

She shook her head, hesitated, and they heard a panel slide. 
Instantly he slipped into the twisting path behind a tall rock, 
and Peony stooped to pick up the peach blossoms. It was only 
Wang Ma, who came to sweep the threshold. 

‘I saw you , 5 she said to Peony. 

‘What of that?’ Peony replied with impudence. She went 
into the huge shadowy hall and began to arrange the peach 
blossoms in two blue hawthorn-flowered vases that stood on 
the wall table. This morning the great hall was, to the casual 
eye, a Chinese family room. After last night’s feast the round 
table had been taken away and the other furniture had been 
placed again in the conventional Chinese way about the room. 
The long table was set against the wall facing the wide door 
into the garden, and against this table was set the square 
table of the same dark polished heavy wood. On either side 
of the square table were the two immense arm-chairs of the 
same wood. At intervals around the walls the small tables 
stood, each with a pair of chairs. Doorways were hung with 
red satin curtains, and there were no windows except on the 
side towards the garden, which was set with sliding panels 

T.B .—2 


XI 



latticed with moLher-of-pearl. Through the lattice the sun¬ 
light filtered, iridescent and pale upon the floor of smooth 
worn grey tile, on the white plastered walls, even on the high, 
beamed roof. Long ago the beams had been varnished an 
ox-blood red, and the colour had grown rich and dark with age. 

To the discerning eye the room was not purely Chinese 
even to-day. Above the long wall table in the place of honour 
there hung an enormous satin tapestry. Upon its dull blue, 
Hebrew letters were embroidered in gold. Beneath this 
tapestry stood the two seven-branched candlesticks of brass, 
and in one corner of the room was an ancient Jewish prayer ark. 

Peony stepped back to see the effect of the blossoms. With 
her usual skill she had arranged them in the vases in such a 
manner that they formed a composite as lovely as a painting. 
She smiled, her head lifted slightly to one side. A look of 
sensuous pleasure came over her exquisite small face. 

‘When the peach-trees bloom then it is spring,’ she mur¬ 
mured to Wang Ma. ‘What a mercy of heaven that our spring- 
festival comes after their sorrowful foreign feast!’ 

She shrugged, waved her little hands, and sat down on the 
edge of one of the great arm-chairs. ‘Wang Ma, I ask you, 
who have been in this house so long, what makes them love 
to grieve?’ 

Wang Ma pursed her full lips. ‘You’ll grieve if our old 
mistress comes in and sees you sitting in her chair,’ she 
retorted. ‘Such impudence! I’ve never thought of sitting in 
one of those chairs. But then, I’ve only been here thirty years.’ 

‘Do not be cross with me, Wang Ma.’ Peony’s voice was 
soft, and she rose from the chair and opened the red lacquered 
sweet box that stood in the centre of the square table. It was 
full of small sesame cakes. She took one and began to eat it. 

‘Nor would I help myself to their cakes,’ Wang Ma said. 

Peony went on eating. 

‘Those cakes smell of pigs’ fat,’ Wang Ma said severely. 
She reached for one and smelled it. ‘Pigs’ fat, it’s certain! I 
told you all cakes must be bought at the Buddhist sweetshop!’ 

‘I told your Old Wang so, too,’ Peony replied, ‘He bought 
them, not I.’ 
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‘You ! 1 Wang Ma cried. ‘Telling him!’ 

Peony smiled and did not answer. She opened the tea 
basket that stood beside the sweet box and felt the pot. It was 
hot and she poured tea into one of the rice-patterned bowls 
and sipped it, both hands cupped about its warmth. 

‘And I have never drunk from one of those bowls/ Wang 
Ma said. She nibbled a cake. ‘Yes, it’s pigs’ fat/ she mur¬ 
mured gloomily, and went on eating it. 

‘Why don’t they like pigs’ fat?’ Peony inquired. ‘It’s odd 
that I’ve lived with all their superstitions and still I don’t 
know what they mean.’ 

‘It’s their religion,’ Wang Ma said. She reached for another 
cake. ‘People do strange things when they are religious. I 
had an old aunt who went to be a Buddhist nun when her 
betrothed died, and she never ate meat again and she shaved 
her head and she slept on a bamboo bed with no quilt under¬ 
neath her so that when she got up in the morning she was all 
wealed. Why? Who knows? But it made her happy.’ 

‘Yet our mistress is so sensible/ Peony said. 

She poured a bowl of tea for Wang Ma, who shook her 
head. Peony took the bowl in both hands and presented it. 
‘Drink, good mother/ she said. ‘You deserve it after all these 
years. Besides, they’ll never know.’ 

‘Who knows what you’ll tell?’ Wang Ma said severely. 

‘I never tell anything I know/ Peony said demurely. 

Wang Ma put down the bowl. ‘What do you know?’ she 
inquired. 

‘Now you want me to tell,’ Peony said, smiling. 

‘I know some things myself/ Wang Ma retorted. 

‘What things?’ Peony asked. Her innocence was flagrant 
in voice and wide black eyes. 

‘You and our young master/ Wang Ma said. 

‘I and our young master! Don’t think it’s with us as it was 
with you and the old master/ Peony said. 

Wang Ma stared. Her neck grew red. ‘Dare to say it!’ 
she cried. 

Peony shrugged her pretty shoulders. ‘It’s not I who say 
anything/ she retorted. 
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Wang Ma pursed her lips and swept her eyelids downward. 
‘P’ei! You ought to die!’ she muttered. 

Peony put her hand on Wang Ma’s sleeve. ‘If we are not 
friends to each other in this house, who will be friends to us?’ 
She paused and went on, ‘Yet I am only a servant. Well, 
what then? It has been my duty to care for him, to play 
games with him; if he were resdess, to sing to him; if he were 
sleepless, to read to him; if he were hungry, to feed him—to 

be his slave in everything. Yesterday-’ She shrugged her 

shoulders again. 

Wang Ma came close. ‘You know what is to happen?’ 

Peony shook her head. Then she looked sad. ‘No, I won’t 
lie. Of course I know. But he’ll never be happy with 
Leah.’ 

‘He has to marry her, even as his father did before him 
marry one of their people,’ Wang Ma insisted. ‘This betrothal 
was fixed when the children were in their cradles. I remember 
—it was before you were born.’ 

Peony said gently, ‘Do you think I have not been told that? 
Leah herself told me, when we were children playing together, 
David and she and I—“I’m to marry David,” that’s what she 
said. “Leah, stop talking about it”—that’s what he always 
said.’ 

‘She’s eighteen now to his nineteen.’ Wang Ma sighed. 
‘It’s time-’ 

‘Hush!’ Peony whispered. They listened. Steady footsteps 
approached, measured and strong. Quickly they moved 
together to replace the teapot, cover the sweet box, brush 
away the crumbs, wipe out the tea bowls. In an instant Wang 
Ma was sweeping the floor again with her short-handled 
broom, and Peony, taking a silk kerchief from her bosom, was 
dusting the table and the carved chairs. 

The red satin curtain at the east of the room was pushed 
back by a dark strong hand covered with rings, and Madame 
Ezra stood there. This morning she wore a strange combina¬ 
tion of garments, a Chinese skirt and robe of grey siik, a 
Jewish headdress of striped taffeta. The two women, young 
and old, stood and gave greetings. 



‘Old Mistress,’ their voices murmured, Both were careful, 
suspecting a tendency to temper after a feast, 

‘You two , 5 Madame Ezra replied in a firm voice, ‘make 
haste with your tasks. My son’s father will be here soon.’ 

She moved across the floor slowly, her long silver-grey skirt 
swaying, and she sat down on the chair to the left of the 
square table, facing the garden. ‘He ought indeed to be here 
now,’ she went on. ‘But when was he ever on time?’ 

Wang Ma poured a bowl of tea and handed it to Madame 
Ezra with both hands. ‘Our master likes to linger in the tea¬ 
house over his early tea,’ she said. Her voice was easy-going, 
her manner half intimate, as befitted those of an elderly serving 
•woman who had been long with the family. ‘Besides that. 
Mistress, he is every day hoping to hear of the coming of the 
caravan.’ 

‘That caravan!’ Madame Ezra exclaimed. ‘It is made an 
excuse for everything.’ 

‘We all long for its coming, Mistress,’ Wang Ma said, 
laughing. ‘It is like a second New Year, bringing all these 
toys from foreign lands.’ 

The caravan of which she spoke was one that Ezra sent 
every year under his trusted partner, Kao Lien. Although the 
route by sea from Africa and Europe was quicker than the 
land route to the north, yet for the bringing of goods the land 
route by camel was less expensive and more sure. This year 
the caravan had been delayed for reasons that, Kao Lien had 
said in his letter, he could not explain until he arrived, and 
he had wintered abroad. As soon as the turn of the year came 
and the days began to lengthen, he had set out. Now for a 
month Ezra had no message from him, and this led him to 
believe that Kao Lien must be near, and with him the longest 
caravan and the richest goods that Ezra had yet received, 
To distribute these goods to the best advantage was the 
anxiety of his life, and he had been long in negotiation with 
the Chinese merchant Kung Chen, whose shops were in every 
large city in the province and who talked now of opening a 
shop in the northern capital itself, under the very eyes of the 
ladies of the palace. 
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Madame Ezra did not hear Wang Ma. She lifted her head 
and sniffed the air searchingly. ‘Do I smell—yes, I do . 1 She 
turned with determination. ‘Wang Ma, open the sweet box!’ 

But Wang Ma lifted the whole box and handed it to Peony, 
who stepped forward to receive it. ‘Now, Old Mistress,’ Wang 
Ma said firmly, ‘I had only this moment told Peony that there 
was a mistake about these cakes. We tasted them—she and I.’ 

‘Pigs’ fat!’ Madame Ezra exclaimed. 

‘It was that old man of mine,’ Wang Ma urged. ‘Lazy— 
too lazy to walk across another street to the Buddhist shop! 
But Mistress, you married me to him yourself with all his 
faults. What I’ve put up with all these years!’ 

‘But to put them in the sweet box,’ Madame Ezra said 
reproachfully. ‘Take them away.’ 

Peony took up the box and slipped silently towards a door¬ 
way, retreating gracefully and almost imperceptibly. With a 
sweet quick smile she disappeared altogether. Outside the 
door in the wide corridor she paused and looked behind the 
curtain and met Old Wang, a small grey-haired man, flattened 
against the wall. He put his finger to his lips and tiptoed 
after her down the passage and into the library. There she 
handed him the box of cakes. 

‘You heard?’ she asked. 

He nodded. ‘I was about to enter and say that Old Master 
is on his way when I heard her blaming me, and so I waited.’ 

‘You see what trouble you bring on your old woman and 
me,’ Peony went on gently, but her great eyes were dancing 
and her red lips quivering with a smile. 

He answered this mischief, wagging his head from side to 
side. ‘Someone always eats the cakes. Before Heaven, does 
it matter who, so long as it is a human being?’ He held out 
the box to her and she pushed back her satin sleeve and 
delicately took a cake. 

‘Eat one, Old Wang,’ Peony commanded him. ‘You too 
are a human being.’ 

They ale the cakes with a sort of solemnity, in common 
communion, and when she had finished she drew her silk 
kerchief from her sleeve and wiped her fingers. ‘After all, 
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there is no sin among our people in eating cakes made with 
pigs’ fat,’ she remarked. 'Why do these foreigners refuse good 
meat and good fat from a pig?’ 

‘How do I know?’ Old Wang replied. ‘Believing in gods 
ah rays causes confusion.’ 

A door opened and they turned their heads. 

‘Old Master!’ Old Wang cried. 

Peony bent her head gracefully and Ezra came in. He 
looked handsome this morning even in his middle age, and as 
Peony discerned from under her smiling lashes, he was cheer¬ 
ful. She understood this very well. As each feast day ap¬ 
proached he grew short-tempered and gloomy, and went half 
sulkily through all the rites upon which Madame Ezra insisted. 
The day after the feast was over, he was buoyant again, eager 
to be about his prospering business. 

‘Ah, Peony,’ Ezra said pleasantly. He stroked his beard. 
‘You’re looking very pretty, my child. Have you cut fresh 
peach blossoms this morning?’ 

‘They are there in the vases, Old Master,’ Peony replied in 
a docile voice. ‘The forced ones faded after the feast.’ 

‘And where is my son?’ Ezra went on. 

‘I have not seen him. Old Master,’ she replied. 

‘If you do, keep him away—there’s a good child,’ Ezra said. 
He tightened the silk girdle about his substantial waist, fixed 
his turban on his head as though preparing himself for some¬ 
thing to come. ‘I don’t want David to overhear us this 
morning,’ he said to Peony in a low voice. ‘His mother wants 
me to agree to the marriage. David doesn’t want to get 
married, does he?’ 

‘I don’t know, Old Master,’ Peony said faintly. 

‘Ha, no—why should you? How long has it been since he 
has seen Leah—until yesterday?’ 

Peony lifted fringed eyelids. ‘He sees her in the synagogue. 
Old Master.’ 

‘They don’t talk together alone?’ 

‘Not since she was sixteen.’ 

‘That’s—ah-’ 

‘Over two years, Old Master,’ Peony reminded him. 
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‘Does he ever speak of her ? 5 

‘Not to me, Old Master.’ 

‘There is no letter writing?’ 

‘No, Old Master.’ 

Ezra’s rolling eyes fell on the box of cakes Old Wang held 
as he stood, listening to all that was said. ‘What’s this, eh? 
Cakes?’ 

Peony explained. ‘Old Wang is taking them away—they 
have pigs’ fat in them.’ 

‘It’s a pity,’ Ezra said absently. ‘Pigs’ fat, eh? Of course 

I’m not orthodox—hmm- 1 He took a cake and ate it 

quickly. ‘Very good, too. Pity! Well, yes, it won’t do in 
this house.’ 

He hastened on and Peony and Old Wang looked at each 
other and broke into laughter. They parted, Old Wang to 
go to the kitchen and Peony to return to the great hall. She 
followed just behind Ezra and her entrance was not noticed. 

‘I have been waiting for you, Ezra,’ Madame Ezra said 
somewhat irritably. 

‘So have I been waiting for you, my dear,’ Ezra replied 
calmly. He sat down in the large chair opposite her and 
sipped the tea that Wang Ma offered him and then allowed 
her to light his pipe. She took a brown paper spill from a 
holder, blew the smouldering end into flame, and held it to 
the tobacco. A water pipe was a great resource in such a 
conversation as he knew waited for him now. It was necessary 
to fill and refill the tiny bowl of the pipe, to light the tobacco, 
to take two puffs or so, and then to blow out the asli and 
begin all over again. There was plenty of excuse for delay in 
answers, for pauses and repetitions, 

‘When I say I will be here midway between morning and 
noon meals, I am here,’ Madame Ezra said. ‘Even after a 
feast day,’ she added. 

/No one doubts it,’ Ezra replied tranquilly. 

Pie was an ampleman, black-bearded and olive-skinned, and 
he filled the wide Chinese chair. This morning a long Chinese 
robe fell to his feet. It was of dark wine-coloured satin, 
brocaded in a design of circles, and over it he wore a sleeveless 
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jacket of black velvet. On his head he had wound a vivid 
turban of silk, and the fringed ends spread above his right ear, 
where he wore a heavy gold earring. The other ear was bare. 
His feel too were bare, and he wore leather sandals studded 
with gold. Feet and hands were large, to match his heavy 
frame and his big-featured face. With his size he moved in 
a slumberous fashion, yet he was not languid so much as 
indomitable. 

Madame Ezra gazed at him with mounting impatience. 
They were a well-matched pair and she knew it. She loved 
him heartily, but he could make her more angry than any 
one else. 

‘Have you seen David?’ she now demanded, 

‘I seldom see him in the morning,’ Ezra replied. ‘Moreover, 
I have been at the tea-house since I rose from my bed. I had 
promised to meet Kung Chen there.’ 

He coughed behind his large smooth brown hand. ‘What 
a clever merchant!’ he said with admiration. ‘He and I— 
we’re a pair. We respect each other. One day he has the best 
of me and the next day I have the best of him. But the end 
is coming now—we are almost agreed. Naomi, if I bring this 
contract to conclusion, as surely I will after the caravan comes, 
I shall have an outlet through the House of Kung for all my 
imports of ivory, porcelain, peacocks, western trinkets, and 
musical instruments—in short, for all foreign goods. Through 
their shops I shall pour my merchandise.’ 

The two bondmaids, Wang Ma and Peony, had taken their 
usual places. Wang Ma stood behind Madame Ezra and 
Peony behind Ezra. They were as little noticed as though 
they were pieces of furniture, but this they took as a matter 
of course. Ezra leaned on the table. ‘Naomi, I have something 
to prdpose to you. Now be patient- 1 

‘Well?’ Madame Ezra’s voice was edged with impatience. 

‘Kung Chen has a daughter, sixteen, very pretty-’ 

‘How do you know?’ Madame Ezra demanded. 

‘Well—hm—I saw the child, quite accidentally, the other 
day. He had asked me to come to his house—very unusual. 
But we wanted to talk privately about the contract. She was 
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there in the main hall. Of course, she left instantly. But Kung 
said she was his daughter.’ 

Madame Ezra contained herself with difficulty. She pressed 
her lips together and gazed furiously at her husband. ‘I sup¬ 
pose you are about to suggest that I accept this Chinese girl 
as my daughter-in-law?’ she asked bitterly. 

Ezra shrugged and spread out his big hands, palms upwards. 
‘Well, my dear, you see the advantages. I am an importer of 
foreign goods, he is a merchant with shops in a dozen big 
cities, you see. After all, we are living in China.’ 

‘I see nothing except that you are asking a monstrous 
thing!’ she cried. 

‘Eh?’ Ezra lifted his shaggy eyebrows. 

‘You know that David must marry Leah!’ Madame Ezra’s 
rich voice threatened tears. 

‘Now, Naomi,’ Ezra began. ‘You can’t mean that you are 
going to insist on that, after all these years!’ 

‘I do insist!’ Madame Ezra retorted. ‘All the more after all 
these years!’ 

Ezra spoke with persuasive gentleness. ‘But a foolish 
promise, Naomi, made by two sentimental women over their 
children’s cradles!’ 

‘A sacred promise,’ Madame Ezra declared, ‘made before 
Jehovah, to preserve our people pure!’ 

'But Naomi-’ 

‘I insist!’ 

‘It’s a little late to talk about purity. My own mother was 
Chinese,’ Ezra said. 

‘Don’t remind me of her!’ Madame Ezra screamed. 

Ezra lost his temper suddenly and completely. His face 
purpled. He rose to his feet. But Wang Ma was quicker. She 
stepped in front of him and she pushed him to his chair, her 
hands on his arms. 

‘Master, Master,’ she remonstrated. 

He sank back. Wang Ma poured a bowl of tea and gave it 
to him with both hands and glanced at Madame Ezra. Ezra 
took the bowl and set it down abruptly before his wife. 

‘Drink tea, Naomi,’ Ezra said shortly, 
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Now Wang Ma filled Ezra’s tea bowl and presented it to 
him. Peony drew a white silk fan from her wide sleeve and 
began to fan him gently. He sighed, relaxed in his chair, and 
lifting his turban, he wiped his face and head with his silk 
handkerchief and put the turban on again. 

‘Perhaps we had better send for David,’ he suggested at last. 

‘There is no use in sending for him until you agree with 
me,’ Madame Ezra said. 

‘But perhaps he will help us to agree,’ Ezra retorted. 

‘I will not have you mention this Chinese girl to him/ 
Madame Ezra replied. 

‘No, no/ Ezra said, ‘that I promise! But we could find out 
how he feels about any marriage. That, at least-’ 

‘Why at least?’ Madame Ezra broke in. ‘It is the most 
important, not the least.’ 

Ezra slapped his knees. ‘Peony!’ he shouted. ‘Go and fetch 
my son!’ 

‘Yes, Master/ Peony whispered. She moved out of the 
room, noiseless and graceful. Wang Ma filled the tea bowls 
again. 

Madame Ezra went on, ‘I will not grant that David can 
decide this matter.’ 

‘You wouldn’t want him to marry a woman he hates, 
Naomi/ Ezra said more mildly. 

‘Who could hate Leah?’ Madame Ezra rejoined. ‘She is a 
beautiful girl—and so good.’ 

‘Certainly/ Ezra agreed. 

‘What our old rabbi would have done without her-’ 

Madame Ezra said. 

‘His son is good for little/ Ezra said with sarcasm 

‘Aaron is still a child.’ 

‘Only a year younger than Leah.’ 

‘She seems much older.’ 

‘Yes/ Ezra agreed absently. He fell silent. 

He had in fact told his wife a lie. It was not he who had 
seen the pretty daughter of Kung, but David. But how could 
he have explained to his wife that he had purposely sent David 
to the house of Kung? He had sent him with a message to 
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Kung Chen at the exact hour when the ladies of a house are 
freshly dressed and wandering about the courts for change 
and exercise. When David came back he had said teasingly, 
‘Why are your eyes so bright, my son? What have you seen?’ 

David had blushed as a young man should and had shaken 
his head. ‘Here is the answer, Father,’ he had replied shortly, 
and had put Kung Chen’s letter on the table. 

Now Ezra closed his eyes, sat back in his chair, and circled 
his thumbs slowly one about the other. Behind the veil of 
his eyelids his acute and restless mind worked busily, sorting 
out the threads of his emotions. He was not confused so much 
as complex. In his veins ran the blood of two hearty strains. 
Half of the blood was nearly pure, but his father had taken 
as a second wife a young Chinese woman of strength and 
beauty, and he was her son. Outwardly his mother had 
seemed to adopt all the ways of his father’s house. Bui Ezra, 
her son, alone knew how untouched was her heart. In her 
own room, in the secrecy of her being, she had laughed at the 
foreigners with whom she lived. Whilst she had enjoyed the 
pleasures of being a rich man’s wife and had eaten until she 
had in her age grown immensely fat, -her pretty features sunk 
in mounds of rosy flesh, she had actually given up nothing of 
her own ways, and had even influenced the man she had 
married. Old Israel ben Abram, as the years passed, had 
begun to neglect the feast days once carefully observed in the 
house, and compromise became his habit. But when his 
Chinese wife died, leaving his son Ezra a boy of fifteen, in an 
excess of remorse and smitten conscience he had betrothed 
him to Naomi, daughter of a leader of the little colony of Jews ' 
in the Chinese city. 

Ezra, at that time indolent and romantic, had yielded. 
Naomi was handsome and there was something fascinating in 
her cool young strength. After their marriage, he found the 
habit of compromise, taught him by his Chinese mother, a 
practical weapon. Naomi was too strong. It was with com¬ 
promise that his brain was now busy. 

Madame Ezra spoke suddenly. ‘Ezra, open your eyes—you 
look foolish.’ 
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‘Certainly, my dear,’ he replied. He opened his eyes. 

‘Not so wide, stupid!’ Madame Ezra said impatiently. 

He drooped his lids and his lips twitched with secret 
laughter. She threw him a sharp look and he caught it as 
though it were a glass ball and threw it back at her. She 
looked away. 

‘David is a long time in coming,’ she remarked. 

‘He may have been on the street somewhere, Lady,’ Wang 
Ma hastened to reply. Every servant in the house rallied to 
the defence of the young lord. 

Before there could be an answer they heard his footsteps. 
Peony preceded him, drawing aside the scarlet satin curtain 
with delicate fingers. He stood there, tall and dark, his 
impetuous eyes searching the two faces now turned to him. 

‘You sent for me, Father—Mother-’ 

‘Come in and sit down, my son,’ Ezra said kindly, 

‘Where have you been?’ his mother asked at the same 
time. 

He answered neither of them. He sat down near his father 
and Peony poured him a bowl of tea and silently set it on the 
table beside him. Then she took her usual place behind Ezra 
and drawing the fan again from her sleeve, she opened it and 
began to move it slowly to and fro. Her eyes were half hidden 
beneath her drooped lids. David looked at her and away 
again. It was impossible to discern from that smooth pearly 
surface what thoughts flowed beneath. 

‘David, it is time-’ Madame Ezra began. 

The young man whirled around on his seat. ‘Time for. 
what?’ he demanded. 

‘You know, my son,’ Madame Ezra said. She humbled 
herself, she made her voice pleading, knowing full well how 
easily this beloved only child could harden himself. 

‘I don’t know, Mother,’ he retorted. 

Madame Ezra pleaded, ‘Leah is eighteen, David. And you 
are a man. And I promised her mother.’ 

‘Your promises have nothing to do with me,’ he said shortly. 

‘But you have always known-’ Madame Ezra reminded 

him. 
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‘I do not know now,’ he interrupted her. ‘Besides, I don’t 
love Leah.’ 

‘Shame on you!’ Madame Ezra cried. ‘Last night you were 
friendly enough.’ 

‘This morning I remember her nose is too long,’ David 
said. 

Madame Ezra spread out her hands and rolled her eyes 
from one face to the other. ‘She is a good girl—pretty, too— 
and learned in our faith. She will be a light in this house after 
I am gone.’ 

‘Still her nose is too long,’ David insisted. 

It had become a habit for him to oppose his mother, and 
he did so unreasonably now. He knew well enough that Leah’s 
nose was a handsome one, and had his mother kept silent, he 
might have remembered only Leah’s beauty. But he was still 
childish enough to want to be free at all costs, and now he 
glared stubbornly at his mother and then laughed. 

‘Don’t marry me off so young, Mother,’ he cried gaily. 

Ezra laughed out loud. Peony allowed herself the smallest 
of smiles. Wang Ma’s face was expressionless. Madame Ezra 
felt no support. She bit her lip, sighed, and summoned all her 
adoration of her son. When she turned to him again her full 
dark eyes were moist and her lips quivered. 

‘David, my son,’ she began in her richest, softest tones, ‘do 
not break your mother’s heart. No, wait, I do not ask you 
to think of me, David. Think of our people! You and Leah, 
David—together—your children—carrying on the blood of 
Judah, in this heathen land! Such a good girl, David—a good 
wife, always loving you and the home, teaching the children 
about God! When the time comes for us to go back to our 
own country, our promised land-’ 

David broke in, ‘But I don’t want to go away. This is 
where I was born, Mother—here, in this house.’ 

Madame Ezra dropped her persuasion. Honest temper 
blazed in her full face. ‘Dare to speak so to your mother!’ 
she shouted. ‘God grant us the chance to go back to the land 
of our fathers before we die—you and I and your father and 
all our house!’ 
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Ezra coughed behind his hand. ‘I couldn’t leave my 
business, Naomi.’ 

‘I am not talking about to-morrow!’ Madame Ezra shouted. 
£ I am talking about God’s good time, when the prophets 
lead us.’ 

‘I may as well speak,’ David said suddenly. ‘Mother, I 
want to tell you something.’ He rose and they looked at him 
as he stood, tall and beautiful, before them. ‘Mother, I won’t 
marry Leah, because I love some one else.’ 

Madame Ezra’s firm jaw dropped. Ezra lifted his tea bowl. 
Peony stood, her eyes on David. The little silk fan was 
motionless in her hand. Wang Ma turned away her head. 

‘Who is it?’ Madame Ezra demanded. 

David faced his mother, his cheeks scarlet. ‘I saw some one 
—in the Kung house-’ 

‘When?’ Madame Ezra demanded with passion. Her 
strength returned. 

‘Two days ago,’ David said simply. 

Madame Ezra turned upon her husband. Her black eyes 
blazed at him. ‘You said—it was you who-’ 

Ezra groaned, ‘My dear, you compel us all to lie to you,’ 
he remarked sadly. He lifted his heavy-lidded eyes to his son. 
‘Go on,’ he commanded him. ‘Now you have begun, finish! 
You saw a pretty girl. Did you speak with her?’ 

‘Of course not,’ David cried. ‘She—she said something— 
“Oh, oh”—something like that—and she ran out of the room 
as fleetly as—as a-’ 

‘As a fawn?’ Ezra suggested dryly. 

David looked astonished. ‘Father, how did you know? 
Have you seen her, too?’ 

‘No,’ Ezra replied. ‘Not this one. But I believe “fawn” is 
the usual term.’ 

‘What folly!’ Madame Ezra said in a loud voice. ‘Ezra, 
I am shocked!’ 

Ezra rose suddenly. ‘I’m sorry, Naomi. Really, I can’t 
stay—Kung Chen is waiting and he is not the sort that does 
wait, you know.’ 

‘Sit down, both of you,’ Madame Ezra said imperiously. 
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‘David, you shall be betrothed on. the tenth day of the eighth 
month. It is the anniversary of the day upon which Leah’s 
mother and I made our promise.’ 

She met her son’s eyes full and they looked at each other. 
His eyes fell. ‘I won’t—I won’t,’ he muttered. ‘I’ll kill myself 
first.’ He turned and strode from the room. 

‘Go after him, Peony,’ Ezra commanded. 

Peony needed no command. She was already half-way to 
the door and she disappeared behind the satin curtain. 

To this revelation David had made she had listened with 
astonished ears. And she had dreamed that she knew all his 
heart! More than she had sufFered last night for Leah’s sake 
she now grieved that David had hidden this from her. She 
ran across the corridor and out upon the long verandas that 
lined the courts. Where had he gone? She paused, finger to 
lips, her eyes closed, pondering. He would want to escape, 
and where could he escape except into the streets? She turned 
and ran swiftly and lightly towards the gate. 

In the silence of the great hall the two elders sat. Wang Ma 
sighed and filled the tea bowls again. Ezra’s face was grave 
and Madame Ezra touched her eyes with her handkerchief. 
After a moment Ezra spoke, and his voice was very gentle. 
‘Naomi, we waited a long time for this only child.’ 

But she was not to be moved. ‘I had rather he had never 
been born than to see him lost to our people,’ she said 
heavily. 

Ezra sighed, got to his feet, prepared to go. But he could 
not leave her so easily. He knew her heart after all these years, 
the great stubborn hot heart of a Jewish wife and mother. 
‘Ah, Naomi,’ he said sadly. ‘If only you women could let us 
be what we are!’ 

She did not reply. She turned her face from him and held 
her handkerchief to her eyes, and he motioned to Wang Ma. 
‘Take care of her,’ he murmured, and went away. 

When he had gone Madame Ezra broke into loud sobs, as 
though she were alone. As though, too, it were the habit of 
years, Wang Ma moved to her side and took her hand and 
patted it softly, massaging the fingers and the wrist, pinching 
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the firm flesh gently. One hand and the other she so com¬ 
forted, and then she pressed Madame Ezra’s temples again 
and again between her palms, and Madame Ezra was quieted 
and she leaned back against her chair and closed her eyes. 
Thus was she soothed. 

But under her fingers Wang Ma felt the busy stubborn brain 
still working. ‘Ah, Lady , 1 she murmured. ‘Let men have 
their way! What does it matter to women? To sleep—to eat 
—to enjoy our own lives—that is best.’ 

They were the wrong words and instantly she regretted 
them. Madame Ezra’s fiery black eyes sprang open. She sat 
up and turned on her serving woman. ‘You Chinese!’ she said 
with bitter contempt. ‘You Chinese!’ She rose as she spoke, 
and pushed aside Wang Ma’s hands and left the room with 
imperious speed. 

Wang Ma stood watching, then she felt the teapot and 
found it hot. She filled the bowl from which Ezra had drunk, 
and taking it in both hands she went and sat down on the 
high doorstep. There, warmed by the hot sun, she continued 
to sit, drinking the tea slowly and gazing reflectively into the 
sunlit court. 
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II 


P EONY faced David. 

‘You!’she cried with soft ferocity. ‘Not to teli me!’ 
He was fleeter of foot than she, and wile had to get her 
first to the gate. Once he had looked back and had seen her, 
and instantly she seemed to give up the chase and had slipped 
into a side alley of the immense compound. He looked behind 
him again, and not seeing her, he had smiled triumphantly 
and had slowed his steps. Then suddenly she was ahead of 
him in a passage-way, and he knew he was outwitted. She 
stood, her hands outspread to catch him and hold him. He 
stopped just short of her, folded his arms, and looked down 
into her reproachful eyes. 

‘I am not bound to you!’ he declared. 

Her small lovely face quivered, flushed, and wilted before 
his gaze like a smitten flower. ‘No,’ she said in a little voice. 
‘It is only I who am bound to you. And—and—you are quite 
right. You need not tell me—anything.’ 

He was instantly remorseful. ‘Now, Peony,’ he argued. ‘I 
will tell you—but only if I am not forced.’ 

‘It is wrong of me,’ she agreed. ‘I will never do it again. 
See—you are free!’ 

She locked her hands behind her back. He put out his arms 
but she evaded them and stepped aside, and then turned and 
ran from him. Now it was he who pursued and she who 
fled. . . . How she loved to run! It was her luck to be bond¬ 
maid in this house of foreigners. Had she been in a Chinese 
house her feet would have been bound small as soon as it was 
sure she was to be pretty, so that if a son of the house were to 
love her and want her for a concubine, she would not shame 
the family by having feet like a servant’s. She ran on, laughing 
at the sound of him running behind her. He was laughing, 
too, but they muted their laughter in the secret way of their 
childhood. He caught her, as he always did, as she knew he 
would, and she pushed him and twisted herself free—almost, 
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but not quite. His arms were strong. Then her acute ear, 
quick to hear footsteps and voices, warned her that they were 
seen. 

‘Young Master,’ she cried loudly. ‘You must not take 
your life!’ 

He dropped his arms, but it was too late. Madame Ezra 
had seen them. 

‘Peony!’ she said sharply. ‘You forget yourself!’ 

‘I was holding him lest he throw himself into the well,* 
she faltered. 

‘Nonsense!’ Madame Ezra retorted. But she wavered. Did 
the girl lie or was she indeed holding him against death? 

David laughed. ‘She’s lying, Mother,’ he said robustly. 
‘We were only playing a game.’ 

Madame Ezra was not pleased. ‘It is time you stopped 
playing games with Peony,’ she said coldly. She was less 
pleased than usual to see how beautiful her son looked at this 
moment. The high colour and bold bearing in which she took 
her secret delight now alarmed her. And Peony, too, was 
growing dangerously pretty. 

‘Make yourself ready,’ she said shortly to the girl. ‘You 
must accompany me to the house of the Rabbi. And you, 
David, should be at your books.’ 

She walked firmly down the passage-way towards her own 
rooms. David made a grimace and shrugged his shoulders, 
and Peony answered with lifted eyebrows and a sigh. Then 
her little face took on its look of sweetest coaxing. She glanced 
at Madame Ezra’s back and lingered to put a small hand, 
flower light, upon David’s arm. 

‘You will tell me all about her?’ 

He smiled gloriously, and she smiled back, a tender smile, 
the same smile, or so it seemed, that he had seen so often upon 
her face when she looked up at him. 

‘Everything,’ he promised. 

They parted and Peony went to her room to prepare for 
the duty of going with Madame Ezra. It was a small room, 
set in a tiny court of its own, but opening into Wang Ma’s 
court, which in turn opened upon a dim mossv passage into 
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Madame Ezra’s own rooms. This little room in which Peony 
lived had once belonged to a concubine, three generations 
back, a secret love, scarcely acknowledged, of Ezra’s own 
great-grandfather. Here, too, Wang Ma herself had lived 
before she was married to Old Wang by Ezra’s own father. 
The room had stood empty while Peony was a child, too young 
to be alone, but when she was fifteen it had been given her. 
It was a pretty little room, the walls whitewashed and the grey 
tiles of the floor scrubbed silvery clean. Upon the facing walls 
on either side of her bed Peony had hung two pairs of scrolls, 
pictured with the flowers of spring and summer, the bright 
leaves of autumn, and the snowy pines of winter. These she 
had painted herself. She had sat in the schoolroom with 
David and his tutor for many years, her duty to fetch them 
hot tea and to clean their brushes and grind ink, and she had 
learned to read and write. This learning, added to her own 
graceful talent, had made her able to turn a verse as well as 
David could himself. Thus on the scroll for spring she had 
written in two long lines of brushed tracery: 

The peach flowers bloom upon the trees, 

Not knowing whether the frosts will kill them. 

Upon the mimosa branches of the summer scroll she wrote: 

The hot sun burns, the thunder drums across the sky. 

The cicadas sing endlessly, unheeding. 

Under the scarlet maple leaves she wrote: 

The red leaves fall, and all the court is still. 

I tread the leaves and under my feet they die. 

Beneath the snow-covered pines she wrote two more lines: 

Snow covers the living and the dead, 

The green pine-tree, the perished flowers. 

These four poems she read very often, wondering how she 
could improve them. Whether she would ever be able to make 
them better she did not know. But at present they reached to 
the bottom of her heart and made her want to cry. 
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She moved now in haste to put on a plain dark coat and 
trousers, to take the peach blossoms from her hair, to put off 
her gold bracelets. She looked into the small old mirror of 
her dressing-case and rubbed a little rice powder into her skin 
and touched her lips faintly with red cream. Her hair she 
made always in a long braid, as all bondmaids wore their hair, 
signifying that they were not daughters of the house, but at 
home she kept the braid twisted into a knot over her ear. 
Now she let it down and brushed the straight black fringe 
above her eyebrows. 

This done, she made haste through the passage-ways until 
she came to Madame Ezra’s court. Wang Ma was putting 
the last touch upon Madame Ezra’s costume. It was rich and 
individual, and Madame Ezra thought it was entirely Jewish. 
She did not know that in the generations during which her 
family had lived in China touches of embroidery at sleeve and 
throat, folds in the skirt, the twist of buttons and braid, had 
crept into the costume of her grandmothers. 

Peony paused at the door and gave a slight cough and 
prepared her smile. Madame Ezra did not turn. Usually she 
was voluble and kindly to her serving maids, but in the last 
few days, while her mind had been busy with the Passover 
and all her being was renewed in the faith of her ancestors, 
she had not been?pleased with the intimacy she perceived 
between Peony and David. True, the girl had been bought 
as a companion as well as a servant for the solitary little boy 
he had been, but. the years had passed too quickly. She 
reproached herself that she had not taken heed earlier that 
they were now grown, her son a man, and Peony a woman. 
She was inclined at this moment to feel aggrieved and to be 
harsh towards Peony, who should have understood the change 
by instinct. 

All of this Peony perfectly comprehended, and she stood 
with patient grace, silent until Madame Ezi'a might choose to 
speak. When a gold hairpin slipped from Wang Ma’s fingers 
she sprang forward as lithely as a kitten, picked it up, and 
herself put it into Madame Ezra’s hair. In so doing she caught 
her mistress’s eye in the mirror and smiled. Madame Ezra 
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gazed severely into the wide black eyes of the little bondmaid, 
and then after a second or two she yielded her own smile. 

‘You are a naughty child,’ she said. ‘I am very angry 
with you.’ 

‘Ah, why, Mistress?’ Peony asked sadly. Then with her 
quick frankness she went on, ‘No, do not tell me—I know! 
But you are quite wrong, Old Mistress. I know rny place in 
this house. I want only to serve you, my lady. What you bid 
me do, I will do. What home have I except this house? Gan 
I dare to disobey you?’ 

She was so pretty, so pleading, so yielding, that Madame 
Ezra could not but be mollified. It was true that Peony was 
entirely dependent upon her, and though she knew as well as 
ever that underneath all the gentleness and sweetness there 
was something hard and prudent, yet, she reasoned, Peony 
could scarcely destroy her own welfare. If indeed there were 
a youthful attachment between the bondmaid and David, 
Peony would not yield to it if it meant the loss of everything 
else—as it would, Madame Ezra said firmly to herself. If ever 
she saw proof that there was more between David and Peony 
than there should be between a young man and a serving maid 
that day she would marry Peony to a farmer. 

As well as though she had spoken, Peony knew the thoughts 
inside Madame Ezra’s handsome head. She had learned so 
thoroughly the habit of such discovery that she had only to 
be still, to empty her own mind, to wait, and to receive, and 
soon into her brain would come on little creeping mouse feet 
the thoughts of others. To be manned to a farmer was the 
common fate of bondmaids who went beyond their station. 
She had even less hope in this house than in a Chinese home, 

' The Jews did not take concubines, Madame Ezra had often 
declared—not the good Jews, at least. Their god, Jehovah, 
forbade it. 

When Madame Ezra did not answer her, she slipped back 
quickly, and then followed her mistress to the gate. A few 
minutes later she was in her plain sedan, riding along the 
street behind Madame Ezra’s own satin-curtained one. She 
looked through the little pane set into the front curtain and 
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saw a small square block of tlie street straight ahead. The 
street was as it had always been, through her life and through 
the centuries before she was born. It was a wide street, but 
however wide it might be, it was always crowded with people. 
On both sides low buildings of brick and stone stood open. 
They were shops of many kinds, but behind them were homes 
where men and women and their children lived together, 
happily or not, but in security. The street was shadowy and 
cool, for the shopkeepers had stretched mats over their thres¬ 
holds woven of slit reeds over a framework of bamboo. Water 
carriers had slopped their wooden buckets as they went, 
and the wet stones of the cobbled street threw off coolness. 
Children ran and crawled everywhere, weaving between the 
people. Housewives bargained with vendors of fresh vege¬ 
tables and lifted live fish from great tubs, and men went their 
way to teashops and business. Everywhere there was life, good 
common life, but she had no part in it, Peony thought sadly. 

While her eyes watched the scene she knew so well, her 
thoughts were busy with herself. The years had passed too 
quickly, even for her. They had been happy years and good 
ones, and she had dreaded womanhood and change. She had 
felt almost a daughter in the house, but not quite, and in the 
last few days, during the strange foreign feast, she had realized 
she was alien to this family that had bought her. Compel her 
mind as she might, she could not remember her own mother’s 
face or her father’s voice. A castaway child, stolen perhaps 
from her home, or sold, she had been sold again. 

‘Who sold me to you, Lady?’ she had once asked Madame 
Ezra. 

‘A dealer in children,’ Madame Ezra had replied. 

‘Had he many like me?’ she had asked next. 

‘He had twenty little girls, and two boys,’ Wang Ma had 
put in. ‘I wonder, Lady, that you did not get a boy for our 
young master.’ 

‘My son’s father wanted the girl,’ Madame Ezra had 
replied. ‘I believe he took a fancy to Peony because she had 
such big eyes. You were very thin, child. I remember you 
ate until we were frightened.’ 
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Riding along in the crowded street, high on men’s shoulders, 
Peony considered her fate. Outside the house of Ezra she 
knew no one, she had not a friend. All were strangers to her 
as were these passers on the street. Tears brimmed her eyes. 
Where could she ever go to find friends or family? Therefore 
must she stay where she was and cling to the only house 
she knew. 

I have no one, she thought plaintively. 

And then she denied this with the hard truthfulness that 
was her secret heart. She was lying to herself. She wanted to 
stay in the house of Ezra because she could never bear to 
leave David. ‘David’ she called him in her heart and 
would always so call him, however she taught her lips to say 
‘Master’. 

I love him, she thought. I would not go, no matter what 
was given me in exchange for him. 

Thus she declared herself to her own heart. With truth, 
a clear peace descended upon her. She knew now what she 
wanted and would have. There remained only the matter of 
how to get it and keep it. 

The house of the Rabbi was next to the synagogue on the 
Street of the Plucked Sinew. Long ago the street had been so 
named because of the mysterious Jewish rite of plucking the 
sinew from flesh before it could be eaten. The Chinese called 
the synagogue The Temple of the Foreign God. But the Jews 
called it The Temple of God. Once passers-by had wondered 
at the sounds of weeping that came from within. The weep¬ 
ing had almost ceased as the years went on, and then the only 
sounds that came from the synagogue were the long, slow, 
wailing chants one day in seven. Even the sound of the 
chanting had grown weaker as more years passed, and now 
those who passed by had to slop and listen, if they were to 
hear the voices within, the heavy closed doors. The very 
building was falling into slow ruin. The typhoons of each 
summer tore at the cornices and the eaves, and when stones 
fell they were not replaced. 

The same decay was creeping into the house of the Rabbi, 
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which was near the synagogue. Moss grew between the flag¬ 
stones of the court through which Madame Ezra and Peony 
walked while their sedans waited at the gate. Old Wang had 
been sent ahead to announce Madame Ezra’s visit, and now 
he met them at the door of the guest hall. 

‘The Teacher was asleep, Mistress,’ he explained. ‘The 
young lady, his daughter, was in the kitchen alone, and she 
ran to comb her hair and change her garments. She begged 
me to ask you to seat yourself. She will come quickly with 
her father.’ 

Madame Ezra inclined her head and stepped over the 
rotting doorsill and into the guest hall. It was called a hall, 
although actually it was only a small room set with common 
furniture. But it was clean and Leah had put some white 
scented lilies into a brown jar on the table. No tea was served 
in this house, for it was a Chinese fashion. Madame Ezra sat 
down and motioned Peony to a stool. 

‘Sit down, child,’ she said. ‘You need not stand while we are 
alone. And you. Old Wang, may return home to your work.’ 

Old Wang bowed and went away, and Madame Ezra 
waited in the silent little room. Since she did not speak. Peony 
did not either. The young girl sat gracefully erect upon the 
wooden stool, her small hands clasped in her lap. She knew 
perfectly how to sit at ease, waiting, her look pleasant and 
yielding. There was no impatience or urgency in her bearing. 
When in a few minutes they heard shuffling footsteps, she rose 
and took her place behind the chair on which Madame 
Ezra sat. 

Thus they were when the faded blue linen curtain in the 
doorway was pushed aside and Leah came in leading her 
father, the old Rabbi. He walked with a long staff in his right 
hand, his left arm leaning upon Leah’s shoulder. The Rabbi 
had been tall in his youth, far above the height of the average 
man, and he was still tall, in spite of his aged stoop. He wore 
the robes of his people this morning as he always did, and 
though they were patched, they were clean. Snow-white, too, 
was his long beard, and his skin was clean and fair, in spite 
of his wrinkles. 
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‘My daughter,’ the Rabbi said to Madame Ezra, 

‘I have waked you, Father,’ Madame Ezra replied. She 
rose and went forward to meet the old man, and he touched 
her hand delicately and quickly and then her head, in blessing. 
Leah led him to the chair opposite that in which Madame 
Ezra had been sitting. 

‘Please sit down, Aunt,’ Leah said, and when Madame Ezra 
had sat down, she moved a high stool near to her father. 
Then doubtfully she looked at Peony. ‘You—will you sit 
down?’ she asked. 

Peony inclined her head sweetly. ‘Thank you, Young Lady, 
I must be ready to serve my mistress,’ she replied softly. 

Leah sat down. Nothing could have marked more clearly 
than this the change from her childhood, when she and Peony 
had been two little girls, playing children’s games with David, 
and now, when one was a bondmaid and the other the young 
mistress of her father’s house. 

‘I should have waked long ago,’ the Rabbi said in a voice 
surprisingly strong for his age. ‘But the truth is, daughter, 
that our Passover feast rouses sad memories in me and I lie 
awake in the night, sorrowing. These poor eyes——’ he 
touched his blind eyes, ‘can still weep, even though they can 
no longer see.’ 

Madame Ezra sighed. ‘Do we not all weep together in 
our exile?’ 

‘I grow old,’ the Rabbi went on, ‘and my son is too young 
to take my place. Where is Aaron, Leah?’ 

‘He went out early this morning, Father, and he has not 
come back,’ Leah replied. 

‘Did he say where he was going?’ the Rabbi asked. 

‘No, Father.’ 

‘But you should have asked,’ the Rabbi insisted. 

‘He did not want to tell me, Father,’ Leah said gently. 

Against the spare faded figure of the old man, the beauty 
of Leah was startling. The pure spring sunshine fell upon the 
tile floor in a square of pure light, and it lit her beauty into 
vividness. She was slender but rounded, strong in her looks, 
and rich in her colouring, and yet a vague timidity lent a 

36 



modesty to her bearing that was almost childlike. Her full 
lips were red this morning, and her eyes were nearly perfect 
in their shape and in their deep brown colouring, the lashes 
long and curling, and the brows dark. Her hair was curling, 
too, and to-day she had tied it back from her face with a strip 
of narrow red satin at the nape of her neck. Her dress was 
a simple robe of coarse white linen. It fell to her feet and was 
girdled about her slender waist with a wide red strip of the 
same satin that bound her hair. The sleeves were short and 
her creamy arms were bare. 

Peony under the cover of her straight lashes watched this 
beauty with appreciation and wonder. Her mind played now 
about the beautiful foreign girl with question and doubtful 
answer. When—or if—Leah came into the house of Ezra, as 
David’s wife, would she be shrewd to see all that went on 
under that ample roof? Would she protest and forbid, would 
she lead David away again into the dreams of his own people? 

‘Aaron should not leave without telling you where he goes. 
Father , 1 Madame Ezra was saying. 

‘He is young , 1 the Rabbi sighed. 

‘Not too young to remember his duty , 1 Madame Ezra said 
firmly. ‘Fie is the only one to follow after you, Father, and 
he must remember his duty to his people. If he fails, there will 
be none left to lead us home when the time comes . 1 

‘Oh, that it might come in my lifetime ! 1 the old rabbi 
mourned. 

‘But we must remain ready, even though it does not,’ 
Madame Ezra said earnestly. ‘The synagogue should be 
repaired, Father, and we should revive the remnant of our 
people. As it is, our men are forgetting and our children never 
know our heritage. You should give Aaron the task of collect¬ 
ing the funds for the repairs. A good idea, Father—and I will 
promise five hundred pieces of silver as the beginning . 1 

‘Ah, if all our people were like you , 1 the old Rabbi replied. 
‘But it is a good idea, eh, Leah? Aaron could busy himself with 
it and it would give him something to do.’ 

‘Yes, Father , 1 Leah said doubtfully. She looked down into 
the pool of brightness about her feet. 
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These strange foreign people, Peony was thinking, the 
beautiful old man, the beautiful girl, even Madame Ezra 
handsome and stately, all burning from within! And why did 
their eyes glow and their faces grow rapt and their voices so 
grave while they spoke? Some spirit came out of them and 
enveloped them in a mystic unity that shut her out. Her 
downcast eyes fell on Leah’s hands clasped loosely over her 
knees. They were like a boy’s hands, the fingers square at the 
ends, strong and rough. Peony looked down at her own little 
hands as they rested on the back of Madame Ezra’s chair— 
soft, small, narrow hands, the fingers pointed as a girl’s fingers 
should be. Leah’s hands were like Madame Ezra’s, except 
that Madame’s were not workwom. They were smooth and 
plump and she wore rings on the first fingers of each hand 
and on each thumb. Leah wore no rings. 

‘Yet I did not come to talk about the synagogue,’ Madame 
Ezra was saying. 

The Rabbi inclined his silvery head. A small black skull-cap 
covered the crown of it, but his hair curled about its edges. 

'What then, my daughter?’ he asked courteously. 

‘I do not know whether Leah should stay or go while I 
speak,’ Madame Ezra said, looking at the girl kindly. 

Leah rose. ‘I will go.’ 

‘No,’ Madame Ezra decided abruptly. ‘Why should you? 
You are not a child and we are not Chinese. It is quite 
permissible to speak before you of your marriage.’ 

Leah sal down again hesitating. Peony watched her side¬ 
ways from under her lashes. At the word ‘marriage’ a dark 
rich red flooded up from Leah’s straight neck and shoulders; 
it crept up her cheeks and into the roots of her hair. Seeing 
it, Peony felt the blood drain down from her own face and 
her heart began to beat slowly and heavily. The talk would 
go on before her, as a matter of course, for who would con¬ 
sider whether a bondmaid had a heart? Madame Ezra, in her 
shrewdness, might think it well for her to hear of David’s 
marriage. Peony dropped her head low and stood like a small 
image of marble, her hands folded together upon the back of 
Madame Ezra’s chair. 
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‘Marriage,’ Madame Ezra repeated. ‘It is time, Father, to 
speak of our children. My son is no longer a child.’ 

‘Leah is only eighteen,’ the Rabbi said doubtfully. ‘Besides, 
what would I do without her?’ 

‘To be eighteen is to be a woman,’ Madame Ezra retorted, 
‘and you cannot keep her for ever. We can hire a good Jewish 
woman to take her place. I will see to it. I know just the one 
—Rachel, the daughter of Eli and that woman he married ’ 

‘A Chinese,’ the Rabbi said still more doubtfully. 

‘Only partly,’ Madame Ezra said firmly. ‘It is hard to find 
servants now who are purely of our people. I myself use only 
Chinese. It is better not to mix them. But to take Leah’s 
place here, of course, we must have a woman who understands 
the rites and can help you. Rachel knows enough for that. 
And her husband is dead.’ 

‘He was a Chinese,’ the Rabbi said plaintively. 

‘It is as much as we can do to get our sons married to 
women of our people nowadays,’ Madame Ezra replied. ‘That 
is why I want my son married now. Leah, you must help me!’ 

A look of trouble came into Leah’s deep eyes. ‘How can 
I help you?’ she murmured. 

‘You must come and visit me,’ Madame Ezra said. ‘It is 
natural and right that at this age, when you are entering 
womanhood, you should come and stay with me, your mother’s 
friend. We were like sisters, she and I, and I have long had 
it in my mind that you should come to me.’ 

They were interrupted by a sound at the door. Aaron came 
in impetuously and then stopped, confounded by their 
unexpected presence. He gave a snigger of embarrassment. 

‘Aaron!’ Leah whispered distressfully. 

‘My son!’ the Rabbi cried. ‘How fortunate! Now we can 
talk with you. Aaron, sit down here, my son, near me.’ 

The Rabbi felt for a chair, but Aaron did not move towards 
him. He took off his turban and wiped his hot forehead. It 
was Leah that rose and moved a chair near to the father and 
motioned to her brother. He sat down, trying to control his 
rapid breathing. 

‘Why have you been running?’ the Rabbi asked. 
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‘Because I wanted to,’ Aaron answered sullenly. He was 
a slight pallid young man, and his eyes were small and black 
and set close on either side of a thin hooked nose. His curly 
black hair hung untidily from under his turban. 

Madame Ezra gazed at him with dislike. ‘You do not look 
as the Rabbi’s son should,’ she now said majestically. ‘You 
look as common as anybody’s son.’ 

Aaron did not answer, tie threw her instead a shrewd 
peevish glance, sharp with hostility. 

‘Aaron!’ Leah murmured again. 

‘Be quiet!’ he commanded her in a fierce whisper. 

‘My son, do you not give greeting to our guests?’ the Rabbi 
asked. 

‘Let us go on with our conversation,’ Madame Ezra said. 

‘Yes, yes,’ the Rabbi murmured. ‘Aaron, Madame Ezra 
wants Leah to come and stay with her for a while.’ 

‘Who’s to look after us?’ Aaron inquired rudely. 

‘Rachel will come,’ Madame Ezra replied. 

‘Do you mind if I go, Aaron?’ Leah asked half timidly. 

‘Why should I mind? Do as you like,’ he replied. His eyes, 
roving about the room, now fell upon the silent Peony, and 
there they fastened themselves. She felt his coarse gaze and 
did not lift her eyelids. 

Then Madame Ezra saw it and was angered. She rose, 
interposing herself between the two. ‘Let us decide it so, 
Father. Leah can come to me to-morrow. I will send a sedan 
for her, and at an earlier hour Rachel will come. Leah, you 
can tell her everything to be done. And do not set a day for 
your return—I may keep you for a long time.’ 

Madame Ezra smiled and nodded to Leah, who had risen 
when she rose. Then bowing her farewell to the Rabbi, she 
left the room without giving heed to Aaron. The Rabbi rose 
too, and leaning upon Aaron’s arm, he followed Madame Ezra 
to the gate. 

Leah walked on his other side, and Peony went ahead to 
prepare the chair-carriers. 

Thus Madame Ezra returned to her house. She was ill 
pleased with her own thoughts, that Peony could see. She 
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was very silent when she had reached her own rooms, and she 
gave brief commands for the preparation of the small east 
court for Leah. Peony stood to receive these commands, and 
when she had heard them she turned and went to fulfil them, 
only to hear Madame Ezra call her again from the gate of 
the court. 

‘Young girls have natural instincts,’ Madame Ezra said to 
Peony. ‘Do you prepare those two rooms as you can imagine 
Leah would like to have them prepared, with the scrolls and 
vases, flowers and perfumes, that she will most enjoy.’ 

‘But Madame, how do I know what a young foreign lady 
will most enjoy?’ Peony inquired. She met Madame Ezra’s 
fixed stare with a wide and innocent gaze. 

‘Try to imagine,’ Madame Ezra said dryly, and the innocent 
gaze flickered and fell. 

Outside the gate, in the mossy passage-way, Peony stood still 
for a full minute. Then she moved with decision. She went 
to her room and in a few swift movements she took off her 
sombre street garments and put on her soft peach-pink silk 
jacket and trousers. She washed her hands and face in per¬ 
fumed water and coiled her braid again over one ear and 
thrust a jewelled pin into the knot. In the other ear she hung 
a long pearl earring. Cheeks and lips she touched with ver¬ 
milion, and she dusted her face with the fine rice powder. 
Then she slipped through the secret passages of the old house 
that went winding into the courtyards where David lived near 
to his father. 

The house had been built hundreds of years ago for a great 
and rich Chinese family, and generations had added courts 
and passage-ways to suit their needs and their loves. Many of 
these were closed now, and left unused, but Peony in her 
exploring and David in his curiosity had found them, until, 
as the years, of their childhood passed, all were familiar to 
them, and these ways underlay the upper surfaces of the house 
in a secret pattern for a secret life. The house was Peony’s 
world, where she lived with the family to which she belonged, 
and yet where she felt that she lived most often alone, passing 
hours at a time in some forgotten overgrown courtyard, 
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dreaming and musing. But she knew that until now she had 
never been really alone because there had always been David. 
Whether he was in her presence or not, he had been always 
in her dreams and musings. 

As she went her secret way, she was bewildered with fear. 
Well she knew and had always known that some day he must 
be given a wife. But she had not believed that this wife could 
separate them. They would go on, the closeness of man and 
woman scarcely heeded, scarcely noticed, in the family life. 
But if Leah were brought here, would Leah allow this to be? 
Gould anything be hidden from the foreign eyes of that young 
girl? Would she not demand the whole of David, body and 
mind and spirit? His conscience she would create in her own 
inrage, and she would teach him to worship the god of his 
fathers, and he would cleave to Leah only and there would 
be no room for any other in his heart. Now Peony feared 
Leah indeed, for she saw that Leah was a woman strong 
enough to win a man entire and hold him so. Peony’s eyes 
swam with tears. She must go to David instantly, win him 
again, renew every tie. Impetuously, daring to disobey even 
Madame Ezra out of her fear, she ran silently upon her satin- 
shod feet into the library, where David at this hour should be 
at his books. 

She found him at his writing-table, his books pushed aside. 
When she stood in the doorway he was poring over a sheet of 
paper, pointing his camel’s-hair brush at his lips. He did not 
see her and she waited, now rosy and smiling, ready for his 
lifted eyes. When he made no sign, she laughed softly and he 
looked up, his eyes thoughtful and far away. Then she went 
to him, and taking her white silk handkerchief from her sleeve, 
she leaned and wiped his inky lips. 

‘Oh, what lips!’ she murmured. ‘Look!’ 

She showed him the stain on the handkerchief, but he was 
still far away. ‘Tell me a rhyme for “lily”,’ he commanded. 

‘Silly,’ she replied with prompt mischief. 

‘Silly yourself!’ he retorted. But he put the brush down. 

‘What are you writing?’ she inquired. 

‘A poem,’ he replied. 
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She snatched the paper, he snatched it back, and between 
them it was torn in two. ‘Now see what you have done!’ he 
cried furiously. ‘It’s the fifth time I have copied it ! 1 

‘For your tutor, I suppose?’ she cried. She began to read 
the torn poem in a high, sweet voice. 

‘I came upon a garden unaware, 

A flower-scented space, 

But all the flowers did abase 
Themselves before a lily. . . .’ 

‘Why a lily?’ she demanded. ‘I thought you said she looked 
like a fawn. The same girl cannot look like a fawn and a 
lily.’ 

‘She isn’t exactly like a lily—she’s too small. I wanted to 
say orchid, a small golden one, but there is nothing that 
rhymes with orchid.’ 

Peony crumbled the paper in her hand. ‘There is no use 
in your writing poems to her, whatever she is,’ she declared. 

‘You wicked little thing!’ he cried. He grasped her hand 
and forced the wad of paper out of it and smoothed it. Then 
he looked at her, remembering her words. ‘What do you 
mean?’ he demanded. 

She paused and then said firmly, ‘Leah is coming.’ 

‘Here?’ 

She was pleased with the horror in his eyes, and she nodded. 
‘She is coming to-morrow—and she is really very beautiful. 
I never saw before how beautiful she is. Why not keep the 
poem? “Lily” would suit her.’ 

‘What is she coming for?’ he asked, biting his underlip, 

‘You know—you know,’ she answered. ‘She is coming to 
be married to you!’ 

‘Stop teasing,’ he commanded. He stood up and seized 
both her wrists and held her firmly. ‘Tell me—did my mother 
say so—to her?’ 

Peony nodded. ‘I went with your mother to the Rabbi's 
house and I heard every word. They are going to rebuild 
that temple—the temple to your foreign god—and Leah is 
coming here to live.’ 

‘If my mother thinks-■’ David began. 

x.B.-4 43 



‘Ah, she will do what she likes,’ Peony declared. ‘She’s 
stronger than you. She will make you marry Leah!’ 

‘She cannot—I won’t—my father will help me-’ 

‘Your father is not as strong as she is.’ 

‘Both of us together!’ 

‘Ah, but there are two of them, too,’ she reminded him 
triumphantly. ‘Leah and your mother—they’re stronger than 
you and your father.’ 

She felt a strange wish to hurt him, to make him suffer so 
that he would ask her help. Then she would help him. She 
looked up into his eyes and saw doubt creep into them. 

‘Peony, you must help me!’ he whispered. 

‘Leah is beautiful,’ she said stubbornly. 

‘Peony,’ he pleaded, ‘I love some one else. You know it!’ 

‘The daughter of Kung Chen. What’s her name?’ 

T don’t even know her name,’ he groaned. 

‘But I do,’ Peony said. 

She had him now in her power. He dropped her wrists. 
‘What is her name?’ he demanded. 

‘You were nearly right—to want to call her “orchid”,’ she 
said demurely. ‘Her name is Kueilan.’ 

‘Precious Orchid,’ he repeated. ‘Ah, it was my instinct!’ 

‘And if you wish, I will take the poem to her myself—when 
you have finished it,’ Peony said sweetly. He opened the 
drawer of the table and drew out a fresh sheet of paper. 

‘Now quickly help me with the last line,’ he commanded her. 

‘Let’s not have any flowers,’ she suggested. ‘Flowers are 
so common.’ 

‘No flowers,’ he said eagerly. ‘What would she like instead?’ 

‘If it were I,’ Peony said, ‘I would like to remind some one 
—the one I loved—of—of a fragrance—caught upon the winds 
of night—or dew at sunrise-’ 

‘Dew at sunrise,’ he decided. 

He settled to his paper and brush, and she touched his cheek 
with her palm. 

‘While you write,’ she said tenderly, ‘I will go and do 
something your mother bade me to do.’ 

He did not hear her, or know that she had left him alone. 
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At the door she looked back. When she saw him absorbed, 
her red lips grew firm and her eyes sparkled like black jewels, 
and she went away to fulfil the task of preparing Leah’s 
rooms. 

How hard she was upon the two small undermaids she 
summoned to help her! Nothing she did herself, until the last 
corner under the bed was swept, until the silken bed curtains 
were shaken free of dust, and the bed spread with soft quilts, 
the carved blackwood table dusted. Then she waved the 
wearied maids away, and she sat down and considered Leah. 

It was in her heart to leave these rooms as they were, clean 
but bare. Why should she put forth her hand to more? Then 
she sighed. She knew herself too merciful to blame Leah, who 
was good. She rose, unwillingly, and went about other rooms 
in the house and chose from one and another pretty things, 
a pair of many-flowered vases, a lacquered box, a pair of 
scrolls, each with its painted verse beneath flying birds, a 
footstool made of golden bamboo, a bowl of blooming bulbs, 
and these she took to Leah’s rooms and placed them well. 

When all was done, she stood looking about her; then, 
feeling duty done, she closed the doors. Outside these closed 
doors she paused in the court and considered. David would 
have his poem finished now, doubtless. Should she return to 
him to know his will? She went silent-footed through the 
courts again to David’s schoolroom and looked in. He was 
not there. 

‘David?’ she called softly, but there was no answer. She 
tiptoed to the desk. Upon the sheet of paper he had written 
only a single line. 

Within the lotus bud the devvdrop waited. 

Then he had flung down his brush. She felt its tip—the 
camel’s hair was dry! Where had he gone and where had he 
stayed all these hours? 

She looked about the empty, book-lined room, and all her 
perceptions, too sensitive, searched the air. Confusion—what 
confusion had seized him? She longed to run out, to look for 
him, to find him. But her life had taught her patience. She 
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stood, controlled and still. Then she took up the brush, put 
on its brass cover, and laid it in its box; she covered the ink 
box, too, and set the slab of dried ink in its place. This done, 
she stood a second more, then took the paper with its unfinished 
poem, folded it delicately, put it in the bosom of her robe, 
and returned to her own room and found her embroidery. 
There the whole afternoon she sewed, and none came near, 
even to ask her if she were hungry or thirsty. 
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Ill 


HEN Madame Ezra had gone, the Rabbi and his 
children stood in the small flowerless court. Leah 
turned to her father, her face imploring. But he was 
blind and could not see her. She turned to her brother. 

‘Aaron,’ she said tremulously. 

But he was staring at the broken stone flags beneath his 
feet. ‘What luck you have!’ he muttered. ‘To be getting out 
of this!’ 

The Rabbi listened intently, but his hearing was not sharp 
enough to catch the words. ‘What did you say, my son?’ he 
inquired anxiously. 

‘I said, we shall miss Leah,’ Aaron replied, raising his 
voice. 

‘Ah, how shall we live without her?’ the Rabbi said. He 
lifted his blind eyes to the sunshine that poured down warmly 
into the court. ‘Except we do the will of the Lord,’ he went 
on. He put out his hand for Leah, and she took it in both her 
own. ‘Even as Esther, the queen, went out to serve her people, 
so shall you, my daughter, enter the house of Ezra.’ 

‘But they belong to our people, Father, while Esther went 
to the heathen,’ Leah said. 

‘It is only here near the synagogue where I feel sure of 
sacred ground,’ the Rabbi replied. He sighed and lifted his 
face to the sun. ‘Oh, that I could see!’ he cried. 

‘Let me stay with you!’ Leah cried, and she took his arm 
and laid it across her shoulders, 

‘No, no,’ the Rabbi said quickly. ‘I do not complain. God 
leads us. He has His will to perform in the house of Ezra, and 
He has chosen you, my daughter, to he His instrument. Gome, 
take me to my room and let me pray until I search out His 
meaning.’ 

The Rabbi drew her along as he walked. It was he that 
led on the familiar ground, not she. She leaned her head 
against his shoulder. Behind them Aaron stood looking after 
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them, then he darted out of the gate. The Rabbi felt for the 
high doorstep and then lifted his foot over it. 

‘My children,’ he began. Leah turned her head and saw 
that her brother had gone. ^ 

‘Aaron is not here, Father,’ she said gently. 

Usually she would not have told him that Aaron was gone. 
It was she that kept peace between them, urging the old father 
to remember that the son was still young. But now she needed 
to speak the truth. 

‘Gone!’ the old man cried. ‘But he was here a moment 
ago.’ 

‘You see why I should not leave you,’ Leah said. ‘When 
I am not here he will always be away and you will be left 
alone with a serving woman . 1 

‘I must deal with him before Jehovah,’ the Rabbi said, and 
his face was moved with distress. 

‘Father, let me stay with you—to care for you both,’ Leah 
pleaded. 

But the Rabbi shook off her hands. He stood in the middle 
of the floor and struck his staff against the stones under his 
feet. ‘It is I who have hidden the truth from you, my child , 1 
he wailed. ‘It is I who have been weak. I know what my son 
is. No, you must go. I will do my duty.’ 

‘Father, Aaron is young—what can you do?’ 

‘I can curse my son, even as Isaac cursed Esau!’ the Rabbi 
said with strange energy. ‘I can cast him out of the house of 
the Lord for ever!’ 

■ * Leah clasped her hands on his shoulder. ‘Oh, how can I go?’ 
she mourned. 

The father controlled himself. He hesitated, turned, 
fumbled for his chair, and sat down. He was trembling and 
there was a fine sweat on his high pale forehead. ‘Now,’ he 
said, ‘now—hear me—I am not your earthly father while I 
speak these words. I am your rabbi. I command you!’ 

Leah stood hesitating, waiting, biting her red lips, her hands 
clenched at her sides. Her eyes were wide and burning, but 
she did not speak. There was a moment of silence and then 
the Rabbi rose, leaned on his staff, and spoke in a deep and 
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unearthly voice: ‘Thus saith the Lord to His servant Leah: 
Go forth, remembering who thou art, O Leah! Reclaim the 
House of Ezra for Me! Cause them to remember, father and 
son, that they are Mine, descendants of those whom I led, by 
the hand of My servant Moses, out of the land of Egypt, into 
the promised land. There My people sinned. They took to 
themselves women from among the heathen and they wor¬ 
shipped false gods, and I cast them out again until they had 
repented. But I have not forgotten them. They shall come 
to Me, and I will save them, and I will return them again to 
their own land. And how shall I do this except by the hands 
of those who have not forgotten Me?’ 

The Rabbi’s face was glorified as he spoke these words. His 
staff fell to the ground and he stretched out his arms. Leah 
listened, her head high, and when he was silent she bowed 
her head. 

‘I will obey you,’ she whispered. ‘I will do my best, Father.’ 

He faltered. The strength went out of him and he sank 
upon the seat from which he had risen. ‘The will of the Lord 
be done,’ he said heavily. ‘Go, my child, and prepare 
yourself.’ 

She went without another word, and that whole day she 
busied herself in silence. The little house next to the synagogue 
was always as clean and neat as she knew how to make it. 
But she cleaned it again, and prepared the noon meal for the 
three of them. Aaron did not come home, and she saved his 
portion and put it aside into a cool place. At the table she 
and the Rabbi ate almost in silence. He sighed when he heard 
that his son was not there, and then told her to bid Aaron 
come to him at once when he returned. After her father had 
eaten he slept, and while he slept, Leah put her few clothes 
together into a small leather trunk. Then she bathed herself 
and washed her thick curling hair. This was scarcely done 
when she heard a knock at the door, and she opened it. There 
stood Rachel, the serving woman, and a man with a wooden 
box holding her possessions. 

‘Madame Ezra bade me come here,’ she said simply. 

‘You are expected, Rachel,’ Leah replied. She led the 
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woman into her own room. ‘Here is where you shall live,’ she 
went on, ‘It is near to my father. Have you eaten?’ 

‘Yes,’ Rachel said. ‘I came early enough for you to tell me 
everything before I cook the night meal, for Madame Ezra 
said you were to go to bed early to-night and be ready in the 
morning soon after sunrise. You will sleep in your own bed 
this last night, and I shall sleep in the kitchen.’ 

There was something very comforting about this strong, 
stout, dark-faced woman, and Leah sat down with her on the 
bed and told her all she could, what her father ate and did 
not eat, how he liked his things left upon the table untouched, 
and how often hot water must be brought to him for washing, 
and the care of his hair and beard. Then she told Rachel of 
the cleaning of the synagogue and of the dusting of the tablets 
and the ark, and of the velvet curtains, which were old and 
must be tenderly handled. Then last of all she told her of 
Aaron. 

‘He is not a good son,’ she said sadly. ‘I had better tell you, 
so that you will not lean on him.’ 

‘Leave him to me!’ Rachel said firmly. 

‘You will be better for him than I have been,’ Leah 
said. 

‘I am older,’ Rachel replied. Then she leaned forward, her 
plump hands on her knees. ‘You poor lamb,’ she said, ‘led 
to the slaughter.’ She shook her head. 

Leah gazed at her, not comprehending. ‘But it is a pleasant 
house,’ she replied. ‘I used to go there very often when David 
and I were children.’ Her clear skin flushed in spite of herself 
and she laughed. ‘There is nothing else for me to do, when 
my father and Madame Ezra combine to command me . 5 

‘She speaks for man and he for God,’ Rachel said humor¬ 
ously. Then she was grave again. ‘But never marry a man 
you cannot love,’ she said. ‘It’s too hard in a house like that 
of Ezra, where they do not allow concubines. Marriage is not 
such a burden in a Chinese house—if you do not like your 
husband, you can get a concubine for him without losing your 
place in the family. But to have to be a wife to a man you 
loathe—how disgusting!’ 
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‘No one could loathe David/ Leah said gently. The flush 
was brighter. 

Rachel looked at her and smiled. ‘Ah, in that case-’ she 

said. ‘I had better see what you have in the house for supper.’ 

In this last night in the small square room near her father’s, 
Leah could not sleep. On the opposite side of the court was 
Aaron’s room. He had not come to the evening meal, and it 
was after midnight before she saw a candle flicker against the 
latticed window. The pale beams glimmered upon the white 
curtains of her bed, and she rose and looked out of her window 
and saw him moving like a shadow about his room. Ordinarily 
she would have gone to him to ask if he were hungry or to 
know where he had been. But to-night she felt herself already 
separate from him. Her life in this house had stopped and 
to-morrow it would begin in another. She went back to her 
bed and lay quietly, her hands clasped under her head. 

She tried for a while to think of what her father had said, 
how she was to be God’s instrument, but she doubted that 
this could be, however much she longed for it to be true. She 
had been too busy since her mother died to read the Torah 
as much as she should. It was long ago that she had been 
left, so long that she could not remember her mother’s face 
unless she put everything else out of her mind. Then against 
the grey curtain of the past she thought she could see a pale 
thin face, the eyes too large and too black, and the thin mouth 
sad. But she could remember very well this one thing her 
mother had told her, when she called her in the last night 
she lived. 

‘Take care of your father, Leah—and Aaron.’ 

‘Yes, Mother,’ she had sobbed. 

‘Oh, child,’ her mother had gasped suddenly, ‘think of 
yourself—for no one else will.’ 

Those were her mother’s last words, and Leah did not know 
what they meant then or now. How could she care for others 
if she thought of herself? She sighed and put away this ques¬ 
tion that she had never answered, and she began to think 
instead of David. 
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Her mind roamed, remembering him as far back as she 
could, when perhaps once in a month Wang Ma had come 
for her and had taken her to Madame Ezra, to be looked at, 
to be questioned, and then to be given sweets and fruit and 
released to play in the courts with David, the beautiful little 
boy, always so richly dressed, so gay, so charming. Her 
memory of him was one of laughter so continuing that 
wherever he was, the very air was bright with his presence. 
Her own home had been always sad, her father absorbed in 
scriptures and prayers, and Aaron whining and half ill, depen¬ 
dent upon her and cruel to her at the same time. And they 
were poor, always poor, and she had had to patch and mend 
and save and learn as best she could how to cook and clean. 
There had been a servant woman in her childhood, but she 
had gone away when Leah was not more than twelve, and 
since then she had been alone except for an old Chinese man 
who did the marketing and made a small kitchen garden in 
the back court and took out garbage and the waste from the 
household. He was a deaf-mute and lived out his days in 
silence. 

The house of Ezra was therefore the one happy place of her 
childhood, and she could not but be glad that it was God’s 
will, and her father’s, that now she return to it. But I shall 
come home often, she thought, and I shall make everything 
here much better than it has ever been. And if I really do 
marry David- 

Here her thoughts grew shy and humble. If she did, if such 
heaven were granted to her, she would thank God all her life 
and be so good that He would never regret it. She would 
move David’s heart to rebuild the synagogue and to fulfil all 
her father’s dreams. The remnant of their people, who were 
so scattered, would be brought together again in the new 
synagogue, and David would be the leader of them, and Aaron 
would be looked after and helped, and perhaps he would grow 
better than she feared, and all would be well—with everybody, 
she thought fervently. , 

Somewhere on the edge of her dreams there stood the 
shadow of a young Chinese girl, the little girl who had played 
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near David, a pretty child with big almond-shaped eyes and 
a small red mouth. This child gradually became a slender 
young girl, still more pretty, who served David and her with 
tea and plied them with cakes, and was always near. Peony 
—Peony! But Peony, Leah reminded herself, was only a 
bondmaid. 

And so near dawn Leah fell asleep, her cheek on her folded 
hands, and Rachel, stealing in, had not the heart to wake her. 
The good woman went into the kitchen and started the fire 
in the charcoal stove and heated water and set rice to boil for 
breakfast, and cracked three eggs into a bowl. 

She did not waken Leah, indeed, until she heard the clatter 
of some one at the gate, and when she opened it there stood 
Wang Ma, and behind her chair-bearers carried an empty 
sedan. 

‘Come in, Elder Sister,’ Rachel said. ‘No one is awake yet 
here.’ 

Wang Ma came in, looking almost like the mistress of a 
house herself. She wore a dark blue coat and trousers of 
homespun silk, and there were gold earrings in her ears and 
gold rings on her middle fingers. Her oiled black hair was 
brushed into a round knot on her neck and held by a fine black 
silk net, and she had plucked and darkened her eyebrows, and 
rubbed her cheeks so clean that they were still very red. 

‘Not awake!’ she echoed. She knew Rachel and they were 
good friends in the solid fashion of women who are respected 
in whatever households they serve. Both of them obeyed 
Madame Ezra above all others, Rachel because Madame Ezra 
had given her money at times when her husband was ill or 
idle, and Wang Ma because she knew that Madame Ezra 
ruled the House of Ezra. 

‘The Rabbi is old,’ Rachel said, ‘and the young man did 
not come in until after midnight, and Leah, doubtless, the 
poor young thing-’ 

Wang Ma’s black eyebrows went up. ‘Why poor young 
thing ? 1 she demanded. ‘She is lucky to come into our house.’ 

‘Of course—of course,’ Rachel said peaceably. ‘Come in 
and drink some tea, Elder Sister. I will wake her.’ 
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‘I will wake her,’ Wang Ma said firmly. ‘Do you attend 
to the two men. We had better make haste, lest to-day the 
caravan comes. The gateman told me when I passed that a 
runner reached our house the second hour after midnight, to 
say the caravan had reached the Village of Three Bells. But 
say nothing to the young lady. Our mistress does not wish 
her distracted.’ 

‘Has the caravan come indeed?’ Rachel exclaimed. ‘How 
lucky are you, Elder Sister, to be in that household!’ 

‘So I am, in some ways,’ Wang Ma replied. ‘In other ways 
—well, let us do our duty!’ She shrugged her shoulders. 
Rachel nodded and led her to Leah’s room. 

So it happened that when Leali opened her eyes, they fell 
first upon Wang Ma’s handsome rosy face. She was half 
bemused with her dreams, and she faltered. 

‘Why—why, but I am still at home-’ 

‘Up with you, Young Lady,’ Wang Ma said briskly. ‘I am 
sent to fetch you.’ 

Leah sat up and brushed back her long hair. ‘Oh—oh,’ 
she whispered in distress. ‘To-day of all days to oversleep.’ 

‘Never mind,’ Wang Ma said. ‘Put something on and come 
along. Our mistress has new garments ready for you. You 
need bring nothing.’ 

‘Ah, but my box is packed—I am ready!’ Leah exclaimed. 

So saying, she got quickly out of bed. Then she looked 
shyly at Wang Ma. Never in her life had she taken off her 
clothes before any one, and she could not now. But Wang 
Ma would have no shyness. 

‘Gome, come,’ she said, ‘no silliness, Young Lady! If you 
are to stay in our house, I shall have the washing and tending 
of you, at least until our Peony learns, and you have nothing 
that old women like me cannot see.’ 

So with her back turned to Wang Ma, Leah undressed and 
washed herself at a basin and ewer, Wang Ma all the time 
telling her to make haste. 

‘You need not be too careful,’ Wang Ma urged her. ‘I shall 
wash you again and perfume you before we put you into new 
garments.’ 
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Then Rachel brought a bowl of hot rice soup, and so 
between them Leah was ready. But there were the farewells 
to be said. No one could help her with those. She went tiptoe 
into Aaron’s room, and he lay still asleep. She stood looking 
down at him, the tears gathering under her eyelids. Her 
brother lay before her in his weakness and in his too slender 
youth, and his pale ugly face touched her heart. Who would 
love this brother of hers? There was nothing in him to love. 
Her own rich love, always ready to well up at the sight of 
some one needy and weak, came up now, and she bent and 
kissed his cheek. His breath was foul and his hair smelled 
unwashed. 

‘Oh,’ Aaron,’ she murmured, ‘what shall I do for you?’ 

He opened his small dark eyes, recognized her, and pouted 
at her. ‘Don’t wake me,’ he muttered. 

‘But I am going away, dear,’ she said. 

He lay, half uncomprehending, staring at her. 

‘Take care of Father, Aaron,’ she begged him. ‘Be good, 
won’t you, dear Aaron?’ 

‘You’ll be back,’ he said thickly. 

‘Every few days, if I am allowed,’ she promised. ‘And 
Rachel is here.’ 

‘Well, then,’ he retorted, and turned and burrowed into 
his bed again. 

So Leah left him, closing the door softly, and then she went 
into her father’s room. The Rabbi had got up and dressed 
himself, and was at his prayers. 

‘Father,” she said, and he turned. ‘They have come for 
me, Father.’ 

‘So early?’ he answered. ‘But let it be so, child. Are you 
ready?’ 

She had come near him and he touched her, head, face, 
shoulders, her hair and dress, his delicate fingers telling him 
how she was. ‘Yes, you are ready. And have you eaten?’ 

‘Yes, Father, and Rachel is ready for you to come and eat.’ 

She wavered and then laid her head against his bosom. 
‘Oh, Father!’ she whispered. 

He smoothed her hair. ‘But you will not be far away, 
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child—you will be back every day or so, and think how much 
better everything will be for us all.’ 

So he comforted her, and she lifted her head and shook the 
tears out of her eyes and smiled at him. 

‘Don’t come to the gate with me. Father. Let me leave 
you here, and Rachel will come and fetch you.’ 

So she left him. She did not look back, and with a last 
word to Rachel she went out of the gate. Yet when the cur¬ 
tains of the sedan were closed about her, she felt that she was 
going on a far journey, from which there might be no return. 

At the house of Ezra Peony waited in the outer court. So 
Madame Ezra had commanded her through Wang Ma. 

‘Am I to be a lady’s maid to this foreigner?’ Peony had 
asked when the command came that early morning. She 
widened her eyes at Wang Ma. 

Wang Ma had come near enough to flick Peony’s cheek with 
her thumb and forefinger. Her sharp nails left a tiny spot. 

‘If you have any wisdom inside that head of yours, you will 
not ask what you will do and what you will not do,’ Wang 
Ma advised her. ‘Had I asked such questions I would not 
have been in this house to-day. Obey—obey—and do what 
you like. The two go together—if you are clever. And now 
mind that you hurry! The caravan is near. Our master left 
before dawn to meet it.’ 

‘The caravan?’ Peony cried. 

‘Yes, yes,’ Wang Ma said impatiently, and went away. 
‘But Leah is not to know—our mistress commands it.’ 

Peony had been braiding her hair when Wang Ma came 
and went, and she finished the long braid. The excitement 
of the caravan filled her mind for a moment. Then suddenly 
she forgot it. What had Wang Ma said? ‘Obey—obey—and 
do what you like. The two go together—if you are clever.’ 
Strange words, full of meaning! She pondered them, and the 
meaning began to sink like precious metal into the deep waters 
of her soul. She smiled to herself suddenly until the two 
dimples danced on her cheeks. 

Instead of coiling her braid over her ear, she let it hang 
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down her back. But into the red cord that bound her hair at 
her neck she thrust a white gardenia from the court. An old 
bush grew there, and at this season it bore many blossoms each 
morning. Peony had chosen to put on a pale blue silk coat 
and trousers, and now she looked delicate and modest as she 
stood waiting, and hers was the first face that Leah saw when 
the curtain of the sedan was lifted. Indeed, Peony herself 
lifted it, and she smiled into Leah’s eyes. 

‘Welcome, Lady,’ Peony said. ‘Will you come down from 
this chair?’ She held out her arm for Leah to lean upon, but 
Leah stepped down without this support. She was a head 
taller than Peony, and she did not speak, although she 
answered Peony’s smile. 

‘Have you eaten. Lady?’ Peony asked, following a little 
behind her. 

‘I did eat,’ Leah said frankly, ‘but I am hungry again.’ 

‘It is the morning,’ Peony said. ‘The air is dry and good 
to-day. I will bring you food, Lady, as soon as I have settled 
you in your rooms. I made them ready for you yesterday, and 
I shall bring you some fresh gardenias. They should not be 
plucked early, lest they turn brown at the edges.’ 

So the two young women went together, each very conscious 
of the new relationship between them and each trying to fulfil 
it. Wang Ma had gone ahead to tell Madame Ezra that Leah 
had come, and so Peony was left to lead Leah to her rooms. 

‘Am I to have this whole court?’ Leah asked in surprise 
when Peony paused. The rooms were much more beautiful 
than any she had ever used. As a child she remembered 
having seen here David’s grandmother, an old lady, lighting 
candles at sundown. 

‘There are only two rooms,’ Peony said. ‘One is for your 
sleep and the other for you to sit in when you are alone.’ 

She guided Leah into the rooms and a man followed, 
bringing her box. When he was gone Peony showed her the 
garments that Madame Ezra herself had worn in her youth, 
the robes of the Jewish people. Straight and full and long 
they hung, scarlet trimmed with gold, and deep blue trimmed 
with silver and yellow edged with emerald green. 
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‘You are to wear the scarlet one to-day , 1 Peony said. ‘But 
first you must eat and then be bathed and perfumed, and here 
are jewels for your ears and your bosom. And my mistress 
says you are not to hide yourself away here alone, but you are 
to come out and walk about the courts and mingle with the 
family and enjoy all the house.’ 

‘How kind she is!’ Leah said. Then she was shy. ‘I doubt 
I can feel so free in a day , 1 she told Peony. 

‘Why not?’ Peony said half carelessly. ‘There is no one 
here to hurt you.’ She opened a lacquered red box on the 
dressing-table as she spoke, and Leah saw a little heap of gold 
and silver trinkets set with precious stones. 

Leah looked up from where she sat beside the table and 
met Peony’s smiling, secret eyes. 

‘It is marriage, is it not?’ Peony asked in a light clear voice. 
‘I think our mistress has made up her mind that you are to 
marry our young lord.’ 

Leah’s face quivered. ‘A marriage cannot be made,’ she 
replied quickly. 

‘How else, then?’ Peony inquired hardily. ‘Is not every 
marriage made?’ 

‘Not among our people,’ Leah said proudly. 

She looked away, and reminded herself again that this 
pretty Chinese girl was only a bondmaid. It was not at all 
suitable that she should discuss with Peony the sacred subject 
of her marriage. Indeed, it was too sacred yet even for her 
own thought, something as distant and high as God’s will. 
‘I will have something to eat now, if you please/ Leah said 
in a cool firm voice. ‘Then afterwards I can dress myself— 
I am used to doing so. Please tell Wang Ma I will not have 
her help—or yours.’ 

Peony, hearing this voice, perfectly understood what was 
going on in Leah’s mind. She bent her head and smiled. 
‘Very well, Lady,’ she said in her sweet and docile way, and 
turning she left the room. 

A few minutes later a serving woman brought in food, and 
Leah ate it alone. When she was finished the serving woman 
took it away, and alone Leah brushed her hair and washed 
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again and put on the scarlet dress. But she put no perfume 
on herself, and she took none of the jewels from the box. When 
she was ready she sat down in the outer room and waited. 

Peony had gone to her own room and wept steadily for a 
few minutes because Leah was so beautiful. She looked at 
herself in the mirror on her dressing-table, and it seemed to 
her that all her own charms were mean and small. She was 
a little thing, light as a bird, and although her face was round, 
her frame had no strength. Leah was like a princess and she 
like a child. Yet she could not hate Leah. There was some¬ 
thing lofty and good about the Jewish girl, and Peony knew 
that she herself was neither lofty nor very good. How could 
she be good, even if she wished to be, when she must win all 
she had by wile and trickery? 

I have nothing and nobody except myself, the small Chinese 
girl thought sadly. 

She shut down the mirror into the dressing-table and laid 
her head down and cried still more heartily until she had no 
more tears. Then her brain, refreshed and washed clean by 
her tears, began to work swiftly. 

You can never be a wife in this house, this hard little brain 
now told her. Do not tease yourself any more with dreams 
and imaginings. You cannot even be a concubine—their god 
forbids. But no one knows David as well as you do. You are 
his possession. Never let him forget it. Be his comfort, his 
inner need, his solace, his secret laughter. 

She listened to these unspoken words, and she lifted her 
head, a smile twisting her lips. She opened the mirror and 
she coiled her hair about one $ar and she examined every look 
of her face and her eyes. After a moment of intense gazing 
at herself, she changed her pale blue garments for the warm 
peach-pink ones and put a fresh gardenia in her hair. Then 
plucking a handful of the flowers for Leah, she presented 
herself again to the guest. It took all her strength not to be 
dismayed by the radiance of Leah’s looks, as she now stood 
arrayed in the scarlet robe. It fitted her well enough, and the 
golden girdle clasped it to her slender and round waist. 

‘How beautiful you look, Lady!’ Peony said, smiling at Leah 
t.b —5 59 



as though with delight while she handed her the flowers. 
‘These are for you. And I will go and tell our mistress that 
you are ready.’ 

She ran away on her little feet as though all she did for 
Leah was pure joy, and going to Madame Ezra’s court she 
stood at the door and coughed her delicate little cough, trying 
not to weep, 

‘Come in,’ Madame Ezra’s voice said. 

Madame Ezra had finished her breakfast, and now she was 
making ready to survey the house and especially the kitchens 
to see that all the servants did their duty, and that nothing 
was left undone for the Sabbath, next day, which was the day 
of rest. 

This morning Wang Ma had wakened her with the news 
that the caravan was so near that it might even reach here 
before the day was done. 

‘The day before the Sabbath!’ Madame Ezra had exclaimed. 
After a moment she had added, ‘Do not tell Leah—let her not 
be distracted from what I have to say to her.’ 

‘Yes, Lady,’ Wang Ma had murmured. 

Now Madame Ezra was about to step over the threshold 
on her task to see that the servants, excited by the news of 
the caravan, were not careless about the preparations for the 
Sabbath, when Peony approached, having swallowed her tears 
and made her face smooth and empty. Madame Ezra sat 
down again. ‘Come, come, child,’ she said impatiently. 

Peony stepped into the sitting-room that Madame Ezra kept 
for her own. It was a room unlike any other in the house. 
The walls were hung with striped stuffs from foreign countries 
and with scripts woven into satin. The furniture was foreign, 
too, heavy and carved, and the chairs cushioned. The space 
and emptiness that a Chinese lady would have needed for the 
peace of her soul and the order of her mind were not here. 
In the midst of her many possessions Madame Ezra lived 
content, and Peony could not but grant, though she heartily 
disliked the room, that there was beauty in it. Had it been 
smaller, it would have been hideous indeed. But the room 
was very large, for Madame Ezra when she came here as a 
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bride had taken out two partitions and had thrown three 
rooms into one long one. 

‘Mistress, the young lady is ready,’ Peony announced. 

‘Where is my son?’ Madame Ezra inquired. 

‘He was still sleeping when last I looked into his room,’ 
Peony replied. 

She had not seen David last night. This was her own fault, 
for she had not gone in the evening, as her wont was, to take 
him tea and to see that his bed was ready for the night. Partly 
this was because of Madame Ezra’s new command, but partly 
it was to test David. Alas, he had not sent for her, and when 
she went to bed she wept a while. In the morning she woke 
to reproach herself, and she had gone early to his rooms to 
take him tea, and if he were awake to ask him where he had 
been and why he had not finished the poem he had begun. 
But he was asleep and he had not waked, even when she 
parted the curtains of his bed and looked. He lay there, deep 
in sleep, his right arm flung above his head, and she had 
gazed at him a long moment, her heart most tender, and then 
she had gone away again. 

‘Bid Wang Ma wake him,’ Madame Ezra now com¬ 
manded. ‘And where is my son’s father?’ 

‘I have not seen him, Mistress,’ Peony replied, ‘but I heard 
Wang Ma say that he expects the caravan to-day, and there¬ 
fore he went out early to the city gates to wait for it.’ 

‘The caravan would come this day!’ Madame Ezra 
exclaimed. ‘Now David will think of nothing else.’ 

Peony looked sad, to please Madame Ezra. ‘Shall Wang 
Ma bid him come here to you before the caravan comes?’ 
she asked. 

‘Let her do so,’ Madame Ezra said. ‘I will put off going to 
the kitchens, and meanwhile tell Leah to come to me.’ 

She opened an inlaid box and took out some embroidery, 
and Peony left her. Outside the door she met Wang Ma, and 
she said, as though Madame Ezra had commanded it, ‘You 
are to take the young lady to our mistress, and I am to go and 
wake our young lord. Make haste, Elder Sister!’ 

She ran on, but not to David’s room. She went to his 
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schoolroom, now empty, and at the table in haste she took up 
the writing brush, put off its cover, and then made a little ink. 
She had kept the unfinished poem in her breast, and now she 
drew it out. Thinking fast and drawing her brows together, 
she quickly wrote three lines more upon the empty sheet. 

‘Forgive me, David,’ she whispered, and replacing pen and 
ink, she ran back to her own room. Opening a secret drawer 
in her desk, she took out a purse with money in it, the gifts 
that guests gave her and the coins that Ezra tossed her some¬ 
times when he was pleased with her. Putting this too into 
her bosom, she slipped through passage-ways to the Gate of 
Peaceful Escape at the very back of the compound, that little 
secret gate which all great houses have, so that in time of the 
anger of the people, when they storm the front gates of the 
rich, the family itself can escape by it. 

Through this gate Peony now went, keeping to quiet alley- 
ways, away from the streets, until she came to another small 
gate like the one she had left. This opened into the compound 
of the Kung family, and here she knocked. A gardener drew 
back the bar and she said, ‘I have a message for the family.’ 

He nodded and pointed a muddy finger over his shoulder, 
and she went in. 

The house of Kung was an idle, pleasure-loving place, and 
no one rose from bed before noon, Ghu Ma, the nurse, was 
only just stirring about her room, yawning and scratching her 
head with a silver hairpin, when Peony opened the door a 
little, 

‘All, you, Elder Sister!’ Peony whispered. 

Chu Ma opened the door wide. ‘You?’ she said. ‘Why are 
you here?’ 

“I must make haste,’ Peony said. ‘No one knows I have 
left the house, except the young master hims'elf, who bade me 
bring this quickly to your young mistress—and let me know 
if there is an answer.’ 

This was a house that she knew a little, for once Ezra had 
sent her here with some treasure for Kung Chen that he dared 
not entrust to a servant only, and she had met Ghu Ma, the 
eldest woman servant, and at New Year’s time Ghu Ma had 
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gone to pay her good wishes and Peony had come here to 
return her own, in the careless easy fashion between two houses 
whose elders had some business together. Madame Ezra, it is 
true, had no friendships here, but Ezra and Kung Chen were 
very thick in trade. 

‘What does it say?’ Chu Ma asked, staring at the paper. 

Standing there in the untidy room. Peony read aloud the 
little poem she had written. ‘Dew at sunrise,’ Ghu Ma echoed, 
sighing. ‘It is very pretty!’ 

She was a huge fat woman who, when she was young and 
slender, had come as wet nurse when the little third girl was 
first born, and she had lived on as her maid and caretaker. 
She had a large soft heart, ready to laugh or weep, and her 
whole life was bound up in the pretty child she tended. 

‘I will give the poem to her,’ she now said. ‘Your young 
lord is so handsome that I do what I know is wrong. But I 
cannot help it. I saw the young man myself—after my little 
one came running to me to tell me she had seen him. I ran 
to the gate and saw him—a foreigner and that is a pity, but 
after all, foreigners are humans like ourselves, and he is so 
handsome, a prince, I told my child—so strong, so straight! 
And as for his being a foreigner, she can persuade him to be 
Chinese. Does he love her very much?’ 

Peony nodded. ‘He asked me to give you this,’ she said. 
She drew out of her pocket the purse of money and gave it 
to Chu Ma. 

‘Oh, my mother,’ Chu Ma said, remonstrating and pre¬ 
tending to push the purse away. ‘This is not wanted. It would 

shame me to take it. What I do, I do for-’ But she took 

the purse when Peony put it into her hand again, and she 
began to dress herself with energy. ‘I will give the paper to 
her myself and tell you how she looks. Come back again,’ she 
told Peony. 

With that Peony went slipping through the alley-ways again, 
and now she went straight to David’s room. There he lay in 
his canopied bed, still soundly and peacefully asleep. She 
touched his one cheek and then the other with her two palms, 
to coax him awake. She knew better than to wake him 
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suddenly, for in sleep the soul wanders over the earth, and il 
the body is waked too quickly, the soul is confused and 
cannot find its way again to its home. 

‘Wake, my little lord, wake, my dear lord,’ Peony mur¬ 
mured, as though she were singing, and soon David opened 
his eyes. Then he sat up and stretched his strong arms and/' 
yawned mightily. Peony stood laughing quietly at him, and 
watching the light of his soul shine again in his eyes. 

He gazed at her with dreams in his eyes, and she wondered 
what they were, and dared not ask. 

‘Gome, Young Master , 5 she said gently, ‘your mother sends 
for you.’ 

‘For what?’ he asked. He was getting out of bed now, and 
she stooped and put his silk slippers on his one foot and then 
his other. He seemed not to notice that she had called him 
‘Young Master’, and not by his name, and he had forgotten 
that Peony should not be here. 

‘Leah is already here,’ she said simply, without reminding 
him. 

He leaped down from the high bed. 

‘No!’ he exclaimed. 

‘I tell you so,’ she replied. She moved to the other side of 
the room and poured water into a large brass basin from a 
brass ewer carved in delicate designs. She fetched a towel and 
some perfumed foreign soap. 

‘Still I will not obey my mother!’ he exclaimed. 

Peony turned and considered him, her pretty hands out¬ 
spread on her narrow hips. Then she yielded to temptation 
within her own heart. ‘You cannot say you will not obey,’ 
she told him sweetly. ‘You can say, perhaps, that your father 
bade you hasten to meet him and wait for the caravan—and 
that you will hurry home.’ 

‘The caravan!’ he exclaimed. ‘Peony, do you speak truth? 
Did my father tell you?’ 

‘The gateman told Wang Ma our master was called soon 
after midnight, and she told me,’ she replied. ‘Now wash 
yourself before you dress, I will have your breakfast sent here. 
And I will take the message to your mother.’ 
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She went away, her head demurely bowed, and entered 
Madame Ezra’s room once more. 

‘Alas, Lady, we are too late,’ she said sadly. ‘When Wang 
Ma went to our young master’s room, he was up and gone. 
I have sent a man to search for him, but he is not to be found 
at the tea-house. At the city gate the watchman said he went 
out an hour ago, saying that he was going to The Three Bells 
to meet the caravan.’ 

‘How tiresome it is, on the very day before the Sabbath!’ 
Madame Ezra exclaimed. ‘And Leah?’ 

‘She is coming,’ Peony replied. She waited an instant and 
then said, ‘Has my lady any commands for me?’ 

‘No,’ Madame Ezra replied, ‘go about your usual work. 
I wait for Leah . 1 

‘I will go and put fresh flowers into the great hall for the 
Sabbath to-morrow ,’ Peony said in her small pretty voice, 
‘and I will keep watch of the gate, so that when our young 
master enters, I can give him your bidding.’ 

So saying she tripped away, her satin-shod feet silent upon 
the stones of the court. 

When Wang Ma went to fetch Leah, she found the young 
girl eating her breakfast alone. 

‘Do not hasten,’ she said, sitting down on a stool near the 
door to rest herself. 

Leah put down the porcelain spoon she held and looked 
alarmed. ‘Am I wanted, Good Mother?’ she asked. 

‘Only when you are finished,’ Wang Ma said peaceably. 
‘Then, if it pleases you, you are to come to our mistress. Eat 
Young Lady.’ 

Leah took up the spoon again, but she could not eat as 
heartily as before. 

Wang Ma looked at her. Though Wang Ma did not care 
for the shape of the foreign nose, and though this girl was 
bigger than a woman should be, thin enough but too tall, yet 
if one granted these faults, she was very beautiful. 

‘You look as our old mistress did when she came here a 
bride,’ Wang Ma said. 
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Well she remembered that day, and how she had wept the 
night before it, thinking that now she would never serve her 
young master any more. Ezra had been handsome, too, in 
his half-foreign way, but not so handsome as his son was now, 
and the young Chinese girl who had been Wang Ma was 
comforted because the new bride was half a head taller than 
the young groom of those days. He will never love such a big 
woman, she had thought secretly. It was that extra half head 
of height that had made her willing to stay in the house and 
to marry Old Wang, the gatekeeper. But Madame Ezra, even 
when she was only seventeen, had seen to it that the young 
Ezra came to his own rooms at night and did not idle about 
the courts. Not until she was forty and his son twelve years 
old did she agree to let him have his own court. By that time 
Wang Ma was fat and no one thought of her as anything but 
a bondwoman. She and Old Wang had had four children 
whom she had put into the village as soon as they could work 
on the land, while she continued to live in the house of Ezra. 
Long ago Wang Ma came to know that Madame Ezra was 
mistress in the house, and that Madame Ezra knew that she 
knew. Not a word had ever been spoken between the two 
women during the long secret struggle of the years. Now the 
struggle was over. Madame Ezra had won. 

Thus while Wang Ma gazed at Leah, her mind ran back. 
‘But you are more gentle than our mistress was , 1 she said 
musingly. ‘You have softer lips, and your hair is more free.’ 

‘Oh, my hair ! 1 Leah said sadly. She had tied her red satin 
band about it, 'I can never bind it tightly enough . 1 

Wang Ma looked at her. ‘The band should be gold , 1 she 
said. ‘I remember there is a gold one with that dress . 1 

She rummaged in the box Madame Ezra had bade her put 
in the room and found a rich gold band. 

‘When you have finished eating . . she began. 

‘I can eat no more , 1 Leah said quickly. 

‘Then let me put this on your hair , 1 Wang Ma said. 

With skilled fingers she put the gold band about Leah’s 
head. 

‘These go with the dress also , 5 she declared further, and 
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she opened the jewel box and took out a gold necklace and 
gold earrings. 

Leah submitted herself. 

‘Now come with me to our mistress,’ Wang Ma com¬ 
manded. She grasped Leah’s hand, and surprised at its 
strength, she lifted it and looked at it. ‘Why, this is a boy’s 
hand!’ she exclaimed. 

‘I have had to work,’ Leah said, ashamed. 

Wang Ma turned the hand she held. ‘The palm is soft,’ 
she went on. ‘The fingers are cushioned, and the skin is still 
fine. I shall rub oil into your hands at night. After a few 
weeks here they will be pretty.’ 

She pulled Leah gently along, and so they went to Madame 
Ezra, who while she waited was embroidering in close firm 
stitches the Hebrew prayer piece. 

‘Come in, my daughter,’ she said to Leah. ‘Come and sit 
with me.’ 

So Leah came in and sat down, and Madame Ezra looked at 
her with keen eyes. ‘Why, you look very pretty,’ she said. 

‘Wang Ma decked me out,’ Leah said. ‘I had put on the 
dress but not these.’ She touched the gold she wore. 

‘I thought her too plain,’ Wang Ma said. ‘She is so big 
that she can wear plenty of gold.’ 

‘She is not as tall as David,’ Madame Ezra said quickly. 

‘David is very tall,’ Leah said shyly. 

‘He will be here soon to welcome you,’ Madame Ezra 
replied. She fell to her embroidery again, and Wang Ma 
went into another room. 

Alone with Madame Ezra, Leah sat with idle hands and 
felt strangely ill at ease. She loved this friend of her mother’s 
and was nearer to her in some ways than to any other human 
being. She knew Madame Ezra’s longing to make her a 
daughter. But she did not know what Madame Ezra expected 
of her, and so she could only wait. 

As though she discerned these thoughts, Madame Ezra 
looked up. The room was very quiet. In the next room Wang 
Ma moved about at her work. But no other sound came from 
the great house. 
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‘You know why you are here, Leah,’ Madame Ezra 
observed. 

‘Not quite, dear Aunt,’ Leah replied. 

‘You remember the promise I told you that your mother 
and I gave each other over your cradle, before she died?’ 

Leah looked down without answering. In her lap her strong 
young hands clasped themselves tightly. 

‘I want you and David to marry,’ Madame Ezra said. 
Tears rose into her eyes. She lifted the edge of her wide sleeve 
and wiped her eyes on the silken lining, and watched Leah’s 
slowly flushing face, The young girl looked back at her with 
honest miserable eyes. ‘Why should I not tell you exactly 
what I want?’ Madame Ezra asked passionately. ‘It is the 
one hope I have. But not I alone, Leah!’ 

She moved her chair nearer to Leah’s. ‘Child, you know— 
and no one so well as you—what is happening to our people 
here in this Chinese city~how few of us are faithful any more! 
Leah, we are being lost!’ 

‘The Chinese are very kind to us,’ Leah said. 

Madame Ezra made a pettish gesture with her right hand. 
‘It is what Ezra is always saying!’ she exclaimed. ‘Kindness 
—I grow tired of it! Because the Chinese have not murdered 
us, does that mean they are not destroying us? Leah, I tell 
you, when I was your age the synagogue was full on every 
seventh day. You know what a small remnant is there 
nowadays.’ 

‘Still, that is not the fault of the Chinese,’ Leah said 
doubtfully. 

‘It is, it is,’ Madame Ezra insisted. ‘They pretend they like 
us—they are always ready to laugh, to invite us to their feasts, 
to do business with us. They keep telling us there is no 
difference between our people and theirs. Now, Leah, you 
know there is unchangeable difference between them and us. 
We are the children of the true God, and they are heathen. 
They worship images of clay. Have you ever looked into a 
Chinese temple?’ 

‘Yes,’ Leah faltered. ‘When I was a child sometimes Aaron 
and I would go—-just to see-’ 
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‘Well, than, you know, 3 Madame Ezra retorted. 

‘Gan we blame them 3 —Leah was gently stubborn—‘just for 
being kind?’ 

‘They are not kind for kindness’s sake,’ Madame Ezra 
retorted. ‘No, no, I tell you, it’s their trick to be kind. They 
win us by guile. They get their women to entice our men. 
And they pretend to be tolerant—why, they even say they are 
quite willing to worship our Jehovah as well as their own 
idols! 3 Madame Ezra’s full face was red and handsome as she 
spoke thus earnestly to the young girl. 

Leah continued to listen, her hands still clasped in her lap. 
‘What do you want me to do, Aunt?’ she asked at last. 

‘I want you to—to—persuade David, 3 Madame Ezra said. 
‘You and he together, Leah! Think how you could influence 
him! 3 

‘But David knows me,’ Leah said in her straightforward 
way. ‘He would think it very odd if I were different—from 
what I have always been.’ 

‘You are grown now, you and he, 3 Madame Ezra urged. 

‘We have always been like brother and sister, 3 Leah said 
simply, 

Madame Ezra pushed the embroidery from her lap and 
rose. She began to walk up and down the room. ‘That is 
exactly what I want you both to forget! 3 she exclaimed. ‘It 
was well enough when you were children, Leah- 3 

She paused and Leah rose. 

‘Yes, Aunt? 3 

‘You know what I mean, 3 Madame Ezra said harshly. 

‘I know, but I don’t know how to do it, 3 Leah said. Tears 
came into her large beautiful eyes. ‘You want me to—to- 3 

‘Entice him—entice him, 3 Madame Ezra said in the same 
harsh voice. 

‘I can’t, 3 Leah said steadily. ‘He would only laugh at me, 
And I would laugh at myself. It wouldn’t be—me. 3 

She put out her hand and took Madame Ezra’s hand and 
held it between her own. ‘I have to be myself, dear Aunt, 
don’t I? I know David, too. 3 She felt her heart warm at the 
thought of David and she grew brave before this lady whom 
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she loved and yet feared. ‘Perhaps I know him even better 
than you do. Forgive me, Aunt! You see, we are so nearly 
the same age. And I feel something in him—something great 
and—and good. If I can speak straightly to that part in him 
—which is also in me- 1 

They were gazing into each other’s eyes while she thus 
spoke. Madame Ezra listened, her heart beating. Yes, Leah 
could do this! 

Then suddenly, at this instant before Madame Ezra could 
reply, they heard a great noise from the outside courts. Voices 
shouted, gongs clanged, Wang Ma hurried from the bedroom. 

‘Mistress, it must be the caravan!’ she exclaimed, and 
hastened away to find out. At the gate to the court she ran 
full into her husband, Old Wang. 

‘The caravan—the caravan?’ he yelled. ‘Old Mistress— 
Master says—please come—it’s the caravan!’ 

Madame Ezra pulled her hand from between Leah’s hands. 
‘We shall have to go,’ she said. ‘Better to-day than to-morrow, 
the Sabbath.’ 

But Leah sat still. ‘Aunt, let me wait here—let me think 
—of what you have said is my duty.’ 

‘Very well, child,’ Madame Ezra replied. ‘Think of it—but 
come when you will.’ 

‘Yes.’ Leah’s voice was a sigh. The next moment she was 
alone, and she folded her arms on the table at her side and 
laid down her head upon them. Then, after a few seconds, she 
rose and went to the corner of the room, and standing with 
her face towards the wall, she began to pray in a soft sobbing 
voice. 

The coming of the caravan each year was an event for the 
whole city. The news of it ran from mouth to mouth, and 
when the long line of camels came padding down the dusty 
path at the side of the stone-paved streets, the doors of every 
house and shop were open and crowded with people. Upon 
a proud white camel at the head of the caravan sat Kao Lien, 
the trusted business partner of the House of Ezra. Behind him 
came guards armed with swords and old foreign muskets, and 
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behind them plodded the loaded camels. All were weary with 
the long journey westward through Turkestan and back again 
through mountain passes, but for the final homecoming the 
men had decked themselves in their best, and even the camels 
held their narrow heads high and moved with majesty. 

Last of all came Ezra in his mule cart. For days he had 
posted men along the last miles of the caravan route, watching 
and ready to set off to bring him word of the caravan. In the 
small morning hours of this day he had received the breathless 
runner, and had heard that the caravan was travelling by 
forced marches and would reach the city in a few hours. With 
forethought the runner had called the gateman, who had 
called for the mule cart, and into it Ezra had hastened, count¬ 
ing upon food at an inn. He had met the caravan at a village 
some ten miles outside the city, and then he had greeted Kao 
Lien with a great embrace, and the two had eaten a hasty 
breakfast, and had come on again towards the city, Ezra’s 
mule cart following the caravan. He had ordered the blue 
satin curtains lifted, and now he rode smiling through the 
watching streets, waving his hands to all greetings. 

Then at the gilded door of the tea-house that stood on the 
main street he saw his friend Kung Chen, smoking a long 
brass-tipped bamboo pipe, and he ordered the muleteer to 
stop the vehicle and let him down so that he could do this 
Chinese merchant the courtesy of passing him on foot. He 
paused to bow and to give greeting, and the caravan halted 
while he did this. 

‘I congratulate you upon the safe return of your partner 
and the caravan,’ ICung Chen said. 

‘The camels are laden with goods of the richest sort,’ Ezra 
replied. ‘When you have time, I beg you to come and see 
what we have, in order that you may choose what you want 
for your own shops. I give you first choice. Only what is left 
shall go to other merchants, until our contract is signed.’ 

‘Thank you, thank you,’ the urbane Chinese replied. He 
was a large, fat man, his brocaded satin robe a little short in 
front because of his full paunch. A sleeveless black velvet 
jacket softened the curves. 
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Ezra grew warm with fine friendliness. ‘Gome to-morrow, 
good friend/ he urged. ‘Take a modest meal with me, and 
afterwards we can look over the goods at our pleasure. No!’ 
He broke off. ‘What am I saying? To-morrow is our Sabbath. 
Another day, good friend.’ 

‘Excellent, excellent/ Kung Chen replied in his mellow 
voice. He bowed, he pushed Ezra gently again towards his 
chair, and the caravan went on. 

Just before it reached the gates of his house Ezra saw his 
son, David, drop lightly over the brick wall of the compound 
and run beside the first camel, waving his right arm in greeting 
to Kao Lien. Then he darted ahead and through the gates. 

The chair-bearers laughed. ‘The young master will rouse 
the whole huose/ they said. 

Ezra laughed proudly in reply. Now they were at the gate, 
and though he had paid wages to the muleteers, when they 
stopped the cart he reached into his wide girdle where his 
money purse was and drew out extra money for them. 

‘Wine money—wine money/ he said in his loud cheerful 
voice. 

They smiled, the sun glistening on their brown faces. ‘Our 
thanks/ they replied, and drove the empty cart away. 

One by one the camels knelt before the gates, blowing and 
sighing and puffing out their loose lips, and quickly their 
loads were taken off and carried in. Then the camel tenders 
led the beasts to their stables, and the gates were locked. So 
great was the curiosity of the people on the streets that many 
passers-by would have pressed into the courtyards to see the 
foreign goods, but the gateman would not allow them. ‘Stand 
back!’ he roared. ‘Are you robbers and thieves?’ 

Inside his own walls Ezra led Kao Lien towards the great 
hall. On his other side David clung fondly to Kao Lien’s arm. 

‘I want to hear everything, Elder Uncle/ he said. There 
was no blood relationship between Ezra and Kao Lien, but 
they had grown up as boys together, for Kao Lien’s grand¬ 
father had been Jewish, although his father had taken a 
Chinese wife, who was Kao Lien’s mother, and Kao Lien had 
been useful to Ezra in his business with Chinese merchants. 
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Kao Lien was a man who was Jewish with the Jews and 
Chinese with the Chinese. 

Now his long narrow face looked weary as he walked over 
the sunlit stones of the courts. A kind smile played over his 
lips, half hidden by his somewhat scanty beard, and his dark 
eyes were gentle. His voice was low and his words came 
slowly and he shaped them with grace. 

‘I have much to tell,’ he said. 

Ahead of them Madame Ezra stood at the door of the great 
hall, and Kao Lien saw her and bowed his head in greeting. 

‘We welcome you home,’ she called. 

‘God is good!’ Kao Lien replied. 

He entered as she stepped back and he made an obeisance 
before her to which she replied by bending her head, signifying 
that he was not quite her equal. A hint of amusement stole 
into Kao Lien’s eyes, but he was used to her ways and it would 
have been out of his nature to mind her pride. 

‘Where shall we spread the goods, Lady?’ he asked. He 
always asked her direction if she were present, but he knew, 
and Ezra knew that he knew, that for him the man was the 
true head of the house. 

‘I will sit here in my own chair,’ Madame Ezra replied, 
‘and you may open the loads one by one before me.’ 

She sat down and Ezra sat opposite. Wang Ma came 
forward and poured tea and a manservant offered sweet tidbits 
on a porcelain tray divided into parts. By now all the servants 
were crowding quietly into the room. They stood along the 
walls to watch what went on. David was pulling at the ropes 
of the first load, hastening to get it open. 

‘Gently, Young Master,’ Kao Lien said. ‘There is something 
precious in that load.’ 

He stepped over bundles and stuffs and he worked at the 
knot that David had been tearing. It seemed to fall open 
beneath his long and nimble fingers. Within the coarse cloth 
wrapping was a metal box. He opened the lid and lifted out 
of the inner packing a large gold object. 

‘A clock!’ David cried. ‘But whoever saw such a clock?’ 

"It is no ordinary one,’ Kao Lien said proudly. 
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Ezra looked with doubt at the golden figures of nude chil¬ 
dren, whose hands upheld the clock. ‘It is very handsome , 1 
he said. ‘Those golden children are fat and well made. But 
who will want it?’ 

Kao Lien smiled with some triumph. ‘Do you remember 
that Kung Chen asked me to bring a gift for the Imperial 
Palace? He wishes to present it when the new shops are 
opened in the northern capital. This I brought for the gift . 1 

Ezra was much struck. ‘The very thing ! 1 he exclaimed. 
‘No common man could use it. The Imperial Palace—ah, 
yes ! 1 He stroked his beard and was pleased as he contemplated 
the great clock. ‘This should make the contract between Kung 
Dhen and me easy, eh, brother ? 1 

‘I wish I could open the back of this clock , 1 David now said. 
‘I would like to know how it makes its energy . 1 

‘No, no , 1 Ezra said hastily. ‘You could never get it together 
again. Put it away, Kao Lien, Brother—it is too valuable, 
•Do not tell me what it cost!’ 

There was laughter at this, and the servants, who had been 
staring at the golden children with admiration, watched it 
put away with reverence in their eyes, thinking that when 
next it was open, it would be before the Peacock Throne, 
Only David was reluctant to see it put into the box again. 

‘I wish I could go westward with Kao Lien next time, 
•Father , 1 he said. ‘There must be many wonders in the other 
countries that we do not have here . 1 

‘Young Master, do not leave us , 1 Wang Ma exclaimed, ‘An 
•only son must not leave his parents until there is a grandson . 1 

Madame Ezra looked somewhat majestic at this intrusion 
by Wang Ma. ‘Some day we will all go , 1 she said. ‘This is 
not our country, my son. We have another.’ 

At this Ezra in his turn was displeased. He waved his hand 
at Kao Lien and he said, ‘Come, come, show us what other 
things you have . 1 

Kao Lien hastened to obey, well knowing that upon this 
matter of the promised land of their fathers Ezra and his wife 
-could not agree, and he ordered the loads opened until their 
contents were spread about and the whole hall glittered with 
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toys and stuffs, with music boxes and jumping figures and 
dolls and curiosities of every sort, with satins and velvets and 
fine cottons, with carpets and cushions and even furs from the 
north. All were bewitched by what they saw, and Ezra com¬ 
puted his profits secretly. When everything was shown, each 
of its kind, he chose a gift for every servant and member of 
the family. For Peony he put aside a little gold comb, and to 
Wang Ma he gave a bolt of good linen, and to Madame Ezra, 
his wife, he gave a bolt of beautiful crimson velvet, every 
thread of which, warp and woof, was of silk. 

As for David, he moved in a dream from one thing to 
another of the riches spread before him, speechless with 
pleasure. The more he saw, the more he longed to know the 
countries from which these marvels came and the people who 
were so clever as to make them. It seemed to him that these 
must be the best people in the world. To conceive this beauty, 
such colours and shapes, to make the beauty into solid forms 
and shimmering stuffs and rich materials, into machines and 
energies, surely this must be the work of brave and noble 
people, great nations, mighty civilizations. He longed more 
than ever to travel westward and see for himself those men 
who could dream so high and make such reality. Perhaps he 
himself belonged more to those people than he did here. Had 
not his own ancestors come from west of India? 

Ezra looked uneasily at his son. David was at the age when 
all his natural curiosities were coming awake, and his heart 
was impatient with unfulfilled desires. Were his mother to 
give him her constant longing to leave this country, which she 
insisted upon calling a place of exile, how could Ezra alone 
circumvent the two of them? David loved pleasure and Ezra 
encouraged him in friendships with the young men of the 
city, but what if these pleasures grew familiar and stale? As 
he watched his son, it seemed to Ezra that David was not 
to-day as he had been in other years. He did not exclaim 
over each toy and object and marvel, pleased with the thing 
itself. A deeper perception was in his son’s eyes and apparent 
in his face and manner. David was thinking, his heart was 
slipping out of him. 
t.e.—6 
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‘My son!’ Ezra cried. 

‘Yes, Father?’ David answered, scarcely hearing. 

‘Choose something for yourself, my son!’ Ezra cried in a 
loud voice, to bring David back again into his home. 

‘How can I choose?’ David murmured. ‘I want every¬ 
thing.’ 

Ezra made himself laugh heartily. ‘Now, now,’ he cried in 
the same loud voice. ‘My business will be ruined!’ 

Every one was looking to see what David would choose, 
but he would not be hastened. 

‘Choose that fine blue stuff,’ Madame Ezra said. ‘It trill 
make you a good coat.’ 

‘I do not want that,’ David said, and he continued to walk 
about, to look here and there, to touch this and that. 

‘Choose that little gold lamp, Young Master,’ Wang Ma 
suggested. ‘I will fill it with oil and set it on your table.’ 

‘I have a lamp,’ David replied, and he continued to search 
for what his heart might most desire. 

‘Come, come!’ Ezra cried. 

‘Let him take his time,’ Kao Lien begged. 

So they all waited, the servants at first half laughing, to 
discover what this most beloved in the house should choose 
for himself. 

Suddenly David saw something he had not seen before. It 
was a long narrow sword in a silver wrought scabbard. He 
pulled it out from under bolts of silks, and looked at it. 
‘This-’ he began. 

‘Jehovah forbid!’ Kao Lien cried out. 

‘Is it wrong for me to choose this?’ David asked, surprised. 

‘It is I that am wrong,’ Kao Lien declared. He went 
forward and tried to draw the sword from David’s grasp. 
The young man was unwilling, but Kao Lien persisted until 
he held the sword. ‘I should not have brought it into the 
house,’ he said. Then he turned to Ezra. ‘Yet it is my proof. 

I told myself that if you saw this sword, Elder Brother, you 
would believe-’ 

But David had put out his hand and Kao Lien felt the 
sword drawn away from him again. David held it now in 
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both hands, and he loved it as he looked at it. Never had he 
seen so strong, so delicate, so perfect a weapon. 

‘It is a beautiful thing,’ he murmured. 

‘Put it down,’ his mother said suddenly. 

But David did not heed her. 

Kao Lien had been looking at all this with horror growing 
upon his subtle and sensitive face. ‘Young Master,’ he said. 
His voice, always pitched low, was so laden with meaning 
that every one in the room turned to hear him. 

‘What now, Brother?’ Ezra inquired. He was astonished at 
David’s choice. What need had his son of a weapon? 

‘That sword, Young Master,’ Kao Lien said, ‘it is not for 
you. I brought it back as a token of what I saw. When I have 
told its evil, I shall destroy the sword.’ 

‘Evil?’ David repeated, his eyes still on the sword. His 
parents were silent. Had he looked at them, he would have 
seen their faces suddenly intent and aware and set in fear. 
But he was looking only at the beautiful sword. 

Kao Lien looked at them and well he understood what they 
were thinking. ‘Before I crossed the western border, I was 
warned by rumours,’ he said. ‘They are killing our people 
again.’ 

Madame Ezra gave a great shriek and she covered her face 
with her hands. Ezra did not speak. At the sound of his 
mother’s cry David looked up. 

‘Killing?’ he repeated, not understanding. 

Kao Lien nodded solemnly. ‘May you never know what 
that means, Young Master! I went onward, thinking that the 
westerners would believe I was a Chinese. Yet had I known 
what I was to see—I would have gone a thousand miles out 
of my way!’ 

He paused. Not a voice asked him what he had seen. 
Ezra’s face was white above his dark beard and he leaned 
his head on his hands and hid his eyes. Madame Ezra did 
not take her hands from her face. David waited, his eyes on 
Kao Lien, and he felt his spine prickle with unknown terror. 
The servants stared, their mouths hanging open. 

‘Yet it is well for you to know what I saw,’ Kao Lien said, 
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and now he looked at David. ‘You do not know that in the 
West our people are not free to live where they choose in a 
city. They must live only where they are allowed to live, and 
it is always in the poorer parts. But even there they were 
driven out. I saw their homes in ruins, the doors hanging on 
their hinges, windows shattered, their shops robbed and 
ruined. That was not all. I saw our people fleeing along the 
roadsides, men and women and children. That was not all.’ 
Kao Lien paused and went on. ‘I saw hundreds dead—old 
men, women, children, young men who had fought rather 
than try to escape—our people! They had been killed by 
swords and knives and guns and poison and fire. I picked up 
that sword from a side street. It was covered with blood.’ 

David dropped the sword and it clanged upon the floor. 
He looked down at it, and felt dazed and choked. In those 
countries of whose beauty he had been dreaming—even this 
sword was beautiful—Kao Lien had seen this! 

‘But why?’ he asked. 

‘Who knows?’ Kao Lien asked, sighing. How could he 
make this young David understand, who had all his life lived 
in safety and peace? What ancient curse was upon their 
people elsewhere that did not hold under these Eastern 
skies? 

‘What had they done ? 3 David’s voice rang through the great 
hall. He looked at his father and his mother and back to 
Kao Lien. 

‘Nothing!’ Madame Ezra cried, and she lifted her face from 
her hands. 

. ‘Even though we sinned,’ Kao Lien exclaimed, ‘are we 
among all mankind never to be forgiven ? 3 

But Ezra was silent. 

Now the servants, feeling distress in the air and being moved 
to pity by what they had heard, came forward to pour tea 
and to put away the goods, Only then did Ezra come to 
himself. He took his hand away from his face and he drank 
a bowl of tea. When Wang Ma had filled it again, he held 
it in both hands as though to warm himself. 

‘As long as we live here, we are safe , 3 he said at last. ‘Kao 
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Lien, take the sword, melt it into its pure metal. We will 
forget that we saw it.’ 

Before Kao Lien could move to obey, David stooped and 
grasped the sword again by its hilt. ‘I still choose the sword!’ 
he declared. 

Ezra groaned, but Madame Ezra spoke. ‘Let him keep it,’ 
she said to Ezra. ‘Let him remember that by it our people 
have died.’ 

Ezra put down the bowl and rubbed his hands over his 
head, and sighed again. ‘Naomi, it is the thing he should not 
remember!’ he exclaimed. ‘Why should our son fear when 
none pursue him?’ 

‘Father, I will remember—for ever!’ David cried. He stood 
straight, the sword in his hand, his head high, his eyes 
passionate. 

At this moment there was a footstep at the door and Leah 
was there. David saw her in her scarlet and gold, her dark hair 
bound back, her great black eyes burning, her red lips parted. 

‘Leah!’ he cried. 

‘I heard what Kao Lien told you.’ tier voice was clear and 
soft. ‘I heard about our people. I was standing behind the 
curtain.’ 

‘Come in, child,’ Madame Ezra said. ‘I was about to send 
for you.’ 

‘I knew I should come,’ she replied in the same soft voice. 
‘I felt it—here.’ 

She clasped her hands together on her breast and she looked 
at David. He gazed back at her, startled out of himself, and 
as though he had never seen her before. At this moment she 
came before him, a woman. 

Madame Ezra watched them, and she leaned forward in 
her seat, and every one else watched her. She smiled, yearning 
towards those two. Ezra watched from under his brows, his 
lips pursed and silent, and Kao Lien watched, smiling half 
sadly, and Wang Ma watched and her lips were bitter. 

But Leah saw only David. He stood so tall and he grasped 
the silver sword in his right hand. He was more beautiful in 
her eyes than the morning star and more to be desired than 
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life itself. He was manhood to her womanhood, theirs was 
one blood, and she forget everything except that he was there 
and that his face was tender, his eyes warm upon her. She 
came to him as to the sun, hesitating and yet compelled. 

Madame Ezra turned to the Chinese. ‘Go—all of you/ she 
commanded in a low voice. ‘Leave us to ourselves.’ 

The servants slipped away. Even Wang Ma left her post 
and hurried out by a side door. Small Dog, asleep in the sun 
on the stone doorstep, awoke, lifted her head, whined, and 
getting up, she too went away. 

Leah smiled at David. ‘Another David, the sword of Goliath 
in your hand/ she said. Suddenly tears filled her eyes. She 
stepped forward, and stooping, she kissed the silver scabbard 
of the sword he held. He saw her bowed before him, the soft 
dark hair curled upon her creamy nape. Around them his 
father, his mother, Kao Lien stood, watching them. 

Peony watched them, too, unseen. Wang Ma had hastened 
to her door, and finding it locked, she had beaten upon it. 
‘Peony, you fool and child of a fool!’ she shouted. ‘Open the 
door! Are you sleeping?’ 

Peony opened the door, frightened at Wang Ma’s strange 
voice. 

‘Quick!’ Wang Ma said between her teeth. ‘Go to the great 
hall—break in as though you knew nothing—drive them apart 
with a laugh/ 

Without one word Peony had flown thither on"silent feet. 
Still silent, she had pulled the curtain aside and had looked 
in. There stood David, holding a sword, while the elders 
watched, and upon this sword Leah pressed her lips. What 
rite was this? Was it their foreign way of declaring betrothal? 
No, no, she could not speak—she could not laugh! She dared 
not break the moment What did it mean? She dropped the 
curtain and fled back to her room, her soft eyes dark with 
terror. 
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IV 


I N her room alone Peony did not weep. She sat down and 
wiped her eyes on her undersleeves of white silk from habit 
although her eyes were dry, and she felt that she was in a 
strange house whose secret life excluded her. But she made 
little sighs and moans that she did not try to stifle, and in the 
midst of this Wang Ma came in. 

The relationship between these two was a complex one. 
They were Chinese, and therefore united among all who were 
not Chinese. They were women and therefore they had a 
bond together among men. But one was old and no longer 
beautiful and one was young and very pretty. Each knew the 
other’s life, and yet neither thought it necessary to tell what 
she knew. Thus Peony knew that Wang Ma had in her youth 
been the young bondmaid in the house, even as she herself 
now was, and yet how far she had been only bondmaid and 
how far something more, Wang Ma in prudence had never 
told and doubtless would never tell. Moreover, Peony did 
not wish to grant that she and Wang Ma were alike. Wang 
Ma could not read or write, and although she was shrewd 
and kindly enough, she was a common soul. This Peony was 
not. Peony had read many books, and Ezra had allowed her 
to talk with him sometimes, and she had listened long hours 
to the old Confucian Chinese teacher while he was teaching 
David. Above all, she had until now wholly shared David’s 
mind and thought as Wang Ma could never have shared his 
father’s. Peony had guided David into his love of music and 
poetry-making, and they had read together in secret such 
books as The Dream of the Red Chamber, and when she had wept 
over the sad young heroine, scattering the flower petals, David 
had put his arm about her that she might weep against his 
shoulder. 

Until now he had told her everything, this she knew, and 
she had met his every mood with delicate eagerness and wel¬ 
come. Only one thing she did not know—she had not asked 
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him why he had not finished the poem he had begun to write. 
Had he even missed it when she had taken it? She had been 
afraid to ask him lest he force from her the truth that she 
had stolen it and had finished it and taken it to the third 
young lady in the house of Kung. She feared his angry 
question, ‘And why did you that?’ 

Why indeed? She could never tell him She had always 
been too wise to tell him all she thought and felt, knowing by 
some intuition of her own womanhood that no man wants to 
know everything of any woman. His heart was centred in 
himself, and so must hers be centred in him. Thus she had 
never told David the one continuing question that she put to 
herself without being able to answer it. Here was that ques¬ 
tion: Was life sad or happy? She did not mean her life or any 
one life, but life itself—was it sad or happy? If she but had 
the answer to that first question, Peony thought, then she 
would have her guide. If life could and should be happy, if 
to be alive itself was good, then why should she not try for 
everything that could be hers? But if, when all was won, life 
itself was sad, then she must content herself with what she 
had. Now this old question thrust itself before her, and she 
found no answer in her heart. 

‘I knew I would find you grieving,’ Wang Ma was saying 
calmly. She sat down, and planting a plump hand on each 
knee, she stared at Peony. ‘You and I,’ she went on, ‘we must 
help each other.’ 

Peony lifted her sad eyes to Wang Ma’s round and good 
face. ‘Elder Sister,’ she said in a plaintive voice. 

‘Speak what is in your mind,’ Wang Ma replied. 

‘It seems to me that if I could answer one question to myself, 
I could arrange my life,’ Peony said. 

‘Put the question to me,’ Wang Ma replied. 

This was not easy for Peony to do. Never had she talked 
with Wang Ma except about such things as food and tea and 
whether the rooms were clean and what should be done in 
house and court, and she feared lest Wang Ma laugh at her. 
But now her heart was ready to break because she did not know 
what would happen to her if David were to wed Leah. 
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‘Wang Ma, please do not laugh at me , 5 she said fait 

‘I will not laugh,’ Wang Ma replied. 

Peony clasped her small hands in her lap. ‘Life,’ she V 
distinctly—‘is life happy or sad?’ 

‘At bottom?’ Wang Ma inquired. Her face was entirely 
serious and it seemed she understood what Peony meant. 

‘At bottom,’ Peony replied. 

Wang Ma looked grave, but she did not look surprised or 
bewildered. ‘Life is sad,’ she said with clear decision. 

‘We cannot expect happiness?’ Peony asked wistfully. 

‘Certainly not,’ Wang Ma said firmly. 

‘You say that so cheerfully!’ Peony wailed. Now she began 
to cry softly. 

‘You cannot be happy until you understand that life is sad,’ 
Wang Ma declared. ‘See me, Little Sister! What dreams I 
made and how I hoped before I knew that life is sad! After 
I understood this truth I made no more dreams. I hoped no 
more. Now I am often happy, because some good things come 
to me. Expecting nothing, I am glad for anything.’ Wang 
Ma spat cleverly out of the door into the court. ‘Ah, yes,’ she 
said comfortably, ‘life is sad. Make up your mind to that.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Peony said gently. And she dried her eyes. 

They sat, the two of them, in reflective silence for some time. 
Then Wang Ma began to talk very kindly. ‘You, Peony, must 
consider yourself. If it is your wish to spend your years in this 
house, then inquire into what woman is to be our young 
master’s wife. A man’s wife is his ruler, whether he likes her 
or not. She has the power of her place in his bed. Choose 
his wife, therefore.’ 

‘IP’ Peony asked. 

Wang Ma nodded. 

‘Did you choose our mistress?’ Peony asked. 

Wang Ma rolled her head round and round on her short 
neck. ‘My choice was to go—or to stay,’ she said at last. 

‘You stayed,’ Peony said gently. 

Wang Ma got up. ‘It is time for me to take our mistress 
her mid-morning sweetmeats,’ she said abruptly. 

With that she went away, and Peony continued in long 



thought. Duties waited. At this moment through the door 
that she had left open Small Dog came Into the room on her 
padded feet. She moved in habitual silence unless she saw a 
stranger, and now she came to Peony and looked up at her, 
pleading but silent. 

‘I have forgotten you, Small Dog/ Peony murmured. She 
rose and found a bamboo brush, and she knelt on the floor 
and brushed Small Dog’s long golden hair. The stiff bamboo 
was pleasant to the dog and she stood motionless, her bulbous 
eyes half closed, while Peony lifted each ear and brushed it 
smooth and carefully brushed the hair about the upturned 
black nose. Had she been a cat Small Dog would have purred. 
Being a dog, she could only move her plumy tail slowly to 
and fro. 

Yet Peony did not make the mistake of considering Small 
Dog more than a little dog. When her task was done she rose 
from her knees and washed her hands, and sitting down again, 
she resumed her thoughts. Small Dog lay on the stone thres¬ 
hold and rolled her round eyes a few times, snapped at a fly, 
and went to sleep. 

Peony gazed at her thoughtfully. In this house Small Dog, 
too, was entirely happy and every one accepted her being. 
Even a dog could be part of the whole. So Peony pondered, 
and no one came to call her. On another day, any day, she 
would have been called many times, and this silence gave her 
further warning that something new and strange was happen¬ 
ing in the house, something in which she had no share. 
Whatever it was, she had to live with it and within it, yielding 
to it, accepting it, becoming part of it. Whatever David was, 
wherever he was, she would be there. If he spoke to her 
sometimes, if he let her serve him, if she did no more than 
tend his garments, she would make it enough, a life for 
herself. 

So motionless she sat, so many were the minutes passing, 
that at last the small creatures who hide behind furniture and 
curtains and doors began to stir. A cricket sang a long thin 
note from a cranny in the roof, and into a beam of late sun¬ 
light that fell across the tile floor a kangaroo mouse crept out, 
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and standing on its hind feet, it began a small solitary dance. 
Peony watched, and then in sudden delight she laughed aloud. 
The little creature darted back into its hiding-place again, 
and she sat on, smiling now instead of grave. There were these 
small pleasures to be had! Here in this house little lives went 
gaily on, hidden from the great ones. Let her life be one of 
these! Into her came some spirit too gentle to be force, too 
quiet to be energy. 

Nevertheless, it revived her. She rose, smoothed back her 
hair, looked into her mirror; and seeing herself pale, she 
touched her lips with red. Then, after a moment’s contem¬ 
plation, she wound her braid again over her ear and thrust 
into it a jade hairpin. She had duties and she must do them. 
This was the day before the Sabbath and the usual evening 
meal must be served with special care. She must polish the 
silver candlesticks and the vessel for the wine, and she must 
place the loaves of braided bread upon the table. Then she 
sat down again, and sat on, knowing all that remained to be 
done and yet not moving. After a moment more she took 
brush and ink and some plain white rice paper from the 
drawer of the table, and quickly she wrote four lines of a poem. 
They had not anything to do with herself. They were in reply 
to the poem that she had taken to the house of Kung, and 
they had to do with the consuming warmth of the sun that 
drank the dew it found upon the flowers at sunrise. 

This poem being finished, she put it in her bosom. Then 
only did she proceed to perform her duties for the Sabbath. 

In the great hall Peony had not been seen. The three elders, 
Madame Ezra, Ezra, and Kao Lien, had gazed with different 
feelings upon David and Leah as the beautiful girl bent her 
head to kiss the shining scabbard of the sword. To Madame 
Ezra the act meant that Leah had dedicated herself to the 
task she had been given. Kao Lien, his narrow eyes on 
Madame Ezra’s face, perceived by its expression of joy and 
devotion that some secret hope of her heart was about to be 
fulfilled, and he guessed easily what it was and grieved for 
David, whom he loved. That Leah was handsome to look 

85 



upon he could see as well as any man, but he discerned in 
her that quality of spirit which he had so often seen in Jewish 
women, and which, or so he thought, had driven and com¬ 
pelled their men to the separatism that he feared and deplored. 
For a woman to love God too much was not well, he now told 
himself. She must not love God more than man, for then she 
made herself man’s conscience, and he was the pursued. 

Ezra was the most disturbed. More than ever now he longed 
to hide himself and all that he was in this rich and tolerant 
land to which his ancestors had come. He feared Leah and 
all her beauty, and he was afraid lest David yield to the 
spiritual quality it possessed. That his son was more the son 
of his mother than of himself Ezra well knew. David had not 
the consolation that he himself had had, of a rosy, warm little 
Chinese mother, ready to laugh at God and man, and judging 
all in life by her own sense of pleasure. No, although this 
small creature lurked in David’s blood, the main stream of his 
being was from his own mother, and her sternly loving eyes 
had been always upon him. 

Ezra stirred in his chair, coughed, pulled his beard, and in 
all his manner he showed his displeasure. ‘Gome now,’ he 
cried loudly, ‘Leah, my dear—that dirty old sword! Has it 
not been in the hands of soldiers, who are the scum of any 
nation?’ 

His harsh practical voice bewildered Leah. She stepped 
back shyly and put her hands to her cheeks. ‘Oh—I took no 
thought,’ she faltered. 

‘Leah did right to kiss the sword,’ Madame Ezra announced. 
‘The Lord moved her.’ 

Now David spoke, repelled as usual by his mother and 
hiding behind his rebellion his unwilling and instinctive sym¬ 
pathy with her. ‘I shall hang the sword on the wall behind my 
desk,’ he declared half carelessly, ‘It will be a decoration.’ 

‘A good thought,’ Kao Lien said. ‘May it never again be 
wielded against a human life!’ 

Ezra rose. ‘Let these stuffs be gathered and put away,’ he 
commanded Kao Lien. He took up the comb he had put aside 
for Peony. He ignored Leah purposely and turned to Madame 
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Ezra. ‘Wife, I am hungry. Let the evening meal be early . 1 
With this he left the room abruptly. 

Leah stood, half awkwardly, half shyly. David, too, seemed 
to have forgotten her. He was testing the keenness of the 
sword’s blade upon the coarse wrappings of the bales. So 
sharp was the damascene metal that the blade melted through 
the cloth. 

‘Look at this, Kao Lien!’ he called in delight. 

Kao Lien, about to summon the men, paused to look. 

‘Never test it against your hand, I beg,’ he said quietly. 
‘Without half your strength it can cut through a human body. 

I saw it done.’ 

He went out, and Leah stood irresolute, now looking at 
Madame Ezra, now at David. But Madame Ezra looked in 
silence only at her son, and he, feeling that deep grave look, 
continued wilfully to cut the cloth. 

‘Leah,’ Madame Ezra said at last, still watching David, 
‘you may go to your room.’ 

Before she could move, David raised his head. ‘I will go, ■ 
too, Mother, and hang my sword,’ he said, and quickly he 
left the room by the nearest door. 

‘Shall I still go. Aunt?’ Leah asked timidly. She longed to 
cry out and ask what wrong she had done, but she dared not, 
and she could only stand, tall and drooping, and wait for 
Madame Ezra’s command. 

‘Go—go!’ Madame Ezra said, not unkindly, but as though 
she wanted to be alone. 

What could Leah do but go? 

On the morning of the Sabbath David sat alone in his room. 
He had waked late from a strange exhaustion after yesterday. 

For the first time in his life it seemed to him that he under¬ 
stood his mother and all that she had tried to teach him and 
all that had made her what she was. He lay now upon his 
bed in the silken dimness of the curtains, and in the solitude 
it came to him that he was not what he had supposed he was, 
a young man free to be himself, to live as he liked, to take his 
pleasure, to be only his father’s son. He was part of a whole, 
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a people scattered over the earth and yet eternally one and 
indivisible. Wherever a Jew lived, in whatever safety and 
isolation, he still belonged to his people. 

• - This that his mother had taught him since he was born, to 
which hitherto he had been as impervious as stone to rain, 
he now comprehended, not with his mind, but with his blood. 
Why should his people be lulled? A perverse anger rose in 
him. If the world outside sought to destroy his kind, then 
here inside the safety of this country where he had been born 
he would do all he could to keep them living. He would 
begin seriously to learn about his own people. For two years 
he had resisted his mother’s wish that he take lessons in their 
religion from the Rabbi. He had no time, he had told her. 
There were still many books he wished to read, and his father 
pressed him for more hours in the business, and he wanted 
to travel. His mother would not let him travel, he knew, until 
he was married and his son bom. His son! Until now the 
child had been a myth made by his mother. But now he 
perceived in some depth in him, having nothing to do with 
thought and reason, that he ought to have sons. If his people 
were being killed, more must be born. Birth was their 
retaliation for death. 

Thus for the first time in his pleasure-filled life David began 
to think beyond himself. He felt his hidden roots through his 
mother and father, but most strongly through her. He saw 
now that while it had seemed to him she had been trying to 
control him and deny him his independence, she had actually 
been trying to preserve him and save him. 

And then from his mother his thoughts went to Leah. How 
beautiful she had looked last night! They had not been alone 
together, and yet they had been close, united by the same 
bonds of blood and heart and spirit. It was true—theirs was 
a people separate and apart, a people of destiny, appointed 
by Jehovah, the One True God. He felt now, with deep 
strange guilt, that he had denied God by his careless gay life 
in a heathen country. While his people had suffered and died 
he had laughed and played and wasted his days. He remem¬ 
bered the things he had loved most, the gambling in Chinese 
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tea-houses, the idle summer afternoons on the lake when 
and his young Chinese friends floated in pleasure boats, 
smell of lotus flowers, the music of violin and flute in a conre- 
yard in the moonlight. Then he remembered his father’s 
friend Rung Chen, and now Kueilan returned to his mind in 
all her innocent bloom. He knew her little face as though he 
had seen it a hundred times, the delicate curving eyebrows, 
the round black eyes, the little full red mouth, the pale 
beautiful skin, the willow slenderness of her small frame. But 
he knew her because Peony, too, was small and her mouth 
also was red, and her eyes were lit with laughter. How often 
they had laughed together! He checked his involuntary smile. 
While he had enjoyed his life, his people were being driven 
from their homes. In other cities, among other peoples, they 
lay dead in the streets. Impelled by guilt, he rose and went 
to find his mother and tell her he would go with her to-day 
to the synagogue. It would comfort her, after yesterday. 

When he had washed and dressed himself his way led him 
past the peach garden, and as he passed the round moon gate, 
he saw the trees, in late bloom, reflected in the quiet oval pool. 
The morning was bright, the air warm, and in spite of his wish 
to be sorrowful, a surge of joy ran through him. 

‘Peony!’ he called softly. 

There was no answer. Yet often she did not answer him 
when she was in the garden. She was a teasing and mis¬ 
chievous little thing. He smiled and stepped inside the moon 
gate. It was still too early to go to the synagogue and he 
would not go to his mother. 

Madame Ezra had scarcely slept for happiness. Her heart, 
so often solitary in this house, to-day was comforted. It was 
Leah, she had told herself in the night, Leah who had waked 
David’s sleeping spirit, if only for a moment. It would wake 
again—yes, and Ezra’s too. No, more than Leah, it was the 
mysterious way of Jehovah, Who had brought everything 
together at the appointed hour. The caravan had come on 
the day when Leah came. How blind and small of faith she 
had been to complain against that coincidence! It had been 
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planned by God. For Kao Lien to bring the tidings of new 
persecution, for Leah to enter the room when David’s heart 
was moved with sorrow, for Leah to have faith and wit to 
seize his sorrow and twist it into a weapon to stab his conscience 
—who but God could have done all this? 

Last night Ezra, coming into this room in the night, did 
not lie down beside her. Instead he had sat by her bedside, 
holding her hand, and they had talked deeply and sensibly, 
as Jewish man and wife. 

‘Naomi, I am willing now that David should be taught the 
law and the prophets,’ Ezra had said. 

Her heart sang before the Lord when he so spoke. Long 
ago the Rabbi had taught David, until the boy had rebelled 
and Ezra had not aided her to put down his rebellion. Instead 
he had said that David was old enough to help in the business 
and there was not time enough for everything. In triumph 
the boy had gone with his father and had made his own 
friends among the sons of Chinese merchants, and so he had 
gone even into the house of Kung and had seen the daughter 
there. 

‘Thank you, Ezra,’ she had replied, and had subdued her 
joy. 

‘There is nothing we can do about our kinsfolk abroad,’ 
Ezra had gone on. ‘The sensible thing for us is to stay here, 
where we at least are safe.’ 

‘Until such time as a prophet comes forward to lead us 
home,’ Madame Ezra had answered gently. 

Ezra had coughed. ‘Well, my dear,’ he said. He patted 
her hand. ‘I sometimes wonder why we should ever leave 
China. Four generations we have been here, Naomi, and 
David’s children will be the fifth. The Chinese are very kind 
to us.’ 

‘I fear such kindness,’ she had replied. She had pulled her 
hand away, and then alarmed lest he repent what he had 
promised, she put it back between his. They had not spoken 
again, and after a time he had returned to his rooms. 

Now the Sabbath had dawned, a new Sabbath, wonderful 
for her, because they were all going to the synagogue together. 
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The house was silent, no one was at work. Only from over 
the walls came the street noises and the voices of the heathen 
city. Here in her house God had come again, with sorrow, 
it was true, but here. He was always most near to His people 
in times of sorrow—‘Out of death we cry to Thee, O Jehovah!’ 
she murmured after Ezra had gone. She prepared herself for 
the day, putting on her richest garments, a brocaded satin of 
deep purple, the skirt and sleeves edged with gold. 

And Leah, dear child! Did she know how obedient she had 
been to the will of God? Not one whit must be lost of what 
she had done yesterday, under the guidance of the Lord. 
Madame Ezra turned impulsively to Wang Ma, who had come 
to help her dress. ‘Go and fetch that dear child Leah!’ she 
said. ‘I can wait no longer to bless her.’ 

Wang Ma threw her a shrewd look and without speaking 
went to obey. Then Madame Ezra stopped her. ‘No,’ she 
said. ‘I will go to her, and see her for myself.’ 

Wang Ma shrugged her firm shoulders and stood aside to 
let her mistress pass. 

Thus it was that Leah on this Sabbath morning saw Madame 
Ezra approaching her door. The young girl had spent the 
night in healthy sleep, her spirit at ease. She had obeyed the 
will of the Lord. Yesterday when she had been left alone, 
she had felt impelled to go out and find the others. She had 
walked through passage-ways and courtyards and her feet were 
guided. She had reached the great hall at exactly the moment 
when David’s heart was stirred and his soul bright with the 
anger of the Lord. When she put aside the curtain at the 
doorway she had seen him kneeling as before the altar, a silver 
sword across his knees. He had lifted his eyes to hers, and the 
Lord put words into her mouth and she spoke them. When she 
waked in the night she remembered David’s face turned to her, 
his eyes upon hers, and she slept again, smiling in her sleep. 

This morning she repeated to herself a few verses from the 
Torah and she wondered how her father was and whether 
Aaron was being good, and if Rachel could manage him. 
Then she wondered shyly if David would come to her, or send 
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for herj perhaps, or whether Madame Ezra would bring them 
together. Last night at the evening meal he had been very 
silent, but that was natural—she had been silent, too. What¬ 
ever was to be, she was no longer afraid. God was with her. 

Filled with such dreaming thoughts this morning, she had - 1 
moved here and there, and had stood smiling and gazing into 
space. She walked in her little garden and came in and sat 
down, all in such a happy hopeful mood that now when she 
saw Madame Ezra she went to meet her. 

‘Ah, dear Aunt , 5 Leah murmured. 

‘Dear child,’ Madame Ezra replied, touched by this warmth. 
‘To-day you look happy.’ 

Leah lifted her head. ‘I am happier than I have ever been 
in my life , 5 she declared. They walked into the house hand 
in hand, and when Madame Ezra had seated herself, Leah 
drew a footstool near her and sat down, and again they 
clasped hands. Leah looked trustfully at Madame Ezra. This 
look moved Madame Ezra so much that her throat tightened 
with tears. She felt an ecstasy well up from her heart and 
infuse her spirit. 

‘Bow your head, dear child,’ she murmured. ‘We thank 
God.’ 

She bowed her own head and began to murmur the words 
of a psalm, and Leah joined her. When the psalm was over 
Madame Ezra paused in silence, and then, lifting her head, 
she opened her eyes and met Leah’s. 

‘We have Jehovah’s blessing,’ she said gently. ‘I feel it. 
Now we have only to follow step by step the way that God 
leads us. Dear child, my son’s father is willing, quite of his 
own accord, to ask the Rabbi to teach David the Torah again! 

I have considered how this shall be done, and now it comes 
to me. The Rabbi must come here to our house—we must all 
be together.’ 

‘Oh, but what of Aaron?’ Leah asked anxiously. 

‘Aaron will come too,’ Madame Ezra said firmly. ‘They 
can live in the little west wing.’ 

‘May I not live with them?’ Leah asked. 

‘No, you will stay here,’ Madame Ezra replied. Actually 
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she had thought of all this only within the last few minutes. 
But it came to her so clearly, it seemed so simple, that she 
was sure God guided her mind. 

‘I shall speak to your father before we worship,’ she went 
on. ‘But you will tell David now. No, I shall tell David 
myself, and you will come with me, and then you and he will 
talk together. After all, yesterday was yesterday and to-day 
is to-day, and each day must be managed separately so that 
we arrive at the goal.’ 

Madame Ezra pressed Leah’s hand and released it and 
rose. ‘What is the goal, dear Aunt?’ Leah asked, somewhat 
timidly. 

‘David’s marx'iage—and yours,’ Madame Ezra replied 
serenely. ‘Now is the time. I never saw him so stirred as he 
was yesterday.’ 

‘Now, dear Aunt?’ Leah asked, alarmed. 

‘Yes, certainly,’ Madame Ezra replied. 

She moved towards the door as she spoke. She did not 
want to go more deeply into what Leah might do, or should 
do. Let the two young creatures be together and God would 
do His work. 

At the door she paused and looked back at Leah. The 
young girl had not moved. She sat, her long strong hands 
folded palm to palm between her knees, and her face anxious. 
‘Talk to David about God,’ Madame Ezra said abruptly, and 
so saying she went away. 

In a short while, even before Leah had finished pondering 
these words, Wang Ma appeared at the door. 

‘Our mistress bids you come to the peach garden,’ she said 
and stood stolidly waiting while Leah rose, and then led her 
southward to that place. 

The peach garden was David’s favourite spot, as Madame 
Ezra knew, and thither she had gone when she left Leah. She 
saw him standing under a blooming peach-tree, alone, a 
puzzled look on his face. 

‘David, my son,’ she said tenderly. 

‘Yes, Mother?’ His reply was ready, but his mind was 
far away. 
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Death seemed remote here in the garden. The Sabbath air 
was quiet. The high wall of the great compound cut off even 
the noise of the streets. Usually David disliked silence. Not 
finding Peony here, he would on any other day have hastened 
out of the gate to find friends or to walk about the streets 
seeing what new thing had come into the city overnight. The 
city was half-way between north and south, and travellers 
stopped here to rest and refresh themselves and to enjoy the 
good inns.-'‘Fakirs and jugglers with all the tricks of India at 
their finger-tips, or troupes of wandering actors from Peking, 
played at the temple grounds every day or wandered into the 
tea-shops to coax the guests. 

But this morning he did not wish to see them. He wanted 
to stay in this house, encircled by walls whose great iron-bound 
gates were locked at night. How safe it was! Images of dead 
faces rose to the surface of his mind like drowned men. 

'Your father and I have decided that you must begin the 
study of the Torah, my son,’ his mother was saying. 

She had said this before and more than once, and he had 
always protested that he had enough to do. But now he did 
not protest. 

'I am ready, Mother , 1 he said. Inwardly he was surprised 
and even awed at the coincidence of his own will with that 
of his parents, but this he did not tell his mother. 

‘To-day, after we leave the synagogue, I will invite the 
Rabbi to come here and stay with us for a while , 1 Madame 
Ezra went on. ‘This will make it easier for you. He can 
attend to his duties quite as well from here . 1 She looked up 
at the blossoming trees. ‘How lovely they are ! 1 she exclaimed. 
‘Leah enjoys them. I shall send for her . 1 

She was about to say that David was to wait here, and 
then she did not. Let God bring these two together! She 
lifted up her heart in secret words: Let my son wait here, 
O God! 

David caught the movement of her spirit without hearing 
its words. Sensitive and receiving, he felt impelled to stand 
where he was under the rosy peach-trees, and there he stood 
while his mother, smiling at him, went away, and meeting 
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Wang Ma, commanded her to bid Leah go to the peach 
garden. Thus David still stood as though his feet had roots 
into the earth when Leah came with her long swift step to 
the garden gate. 

‘Leah!’ he said, and went towards her slowly. The morning 
renewed the magic of yesterday. The sunlight fell upon her, 
her clear pale skin showed faultless, and her eyes were dark. 
She had put on white this morning, a white Chinese linen 
that fell to her feet, and her girdle was gold and so was the 
band about her hair. She was beautiful, fairer than any lily. 
At the word he remembered the unfinished poem, and why 
he had not finished it. 

Leah came towards him and put out her hands and he 
clasped them. ‘You look like the morning,’ he told her. 

She lifted her eyes to him and her heart flew as straight as 
a bird from her bosom and nestled in him. From that moment 
she loved him altogether and him alone. 

God bring his heart to me, Leah prayed. The prayer was 
so strong and so single that it sang through her body, and all 
her frame was tuned to it. 

He saw her love in her eyes, and sensitive and still receiving, 
he felt her heart come into him, an overwhelming gift. Even 
had she been a stranger he would have been moved, and how 
much more when she was no stranger but one of his own 
blood and his own kind! They stood alone in the garden. 
Above them was the soft sky of the spring morning and against 
it were the tender hues of the peach blossoms and the small 
new green leaves. Against the memory, too, that Kao Lien 
had put into them yesterday, the terror of death and the 
cruelty of persecution, they felt a luxury of safety around them 
here in the garden. 

, David wavered, torn between some far past that he did not 
know and the pleasant childhood he had known. But he was 
no longer a child. That far past he shared with Leah. They 
were one in the bond of their people. He dropped her hands 
and upon the impulse of his blood he put his arms about her 
and held her to him. 

She leaned against him, and bent her head against his 
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breast and closed her eyes. Thus has God answered, she 
thought in gratitude. 

And he, looking down on those dark curling lashes, won¬ 
dered what he had done on this Sabbath day. Had he made 
a choice? Somehow he had, but what it meant he did not 
know. 

Then suddenly he heard his mother’s voice. ‘Children!’ So 
she called. 

They sprang apart as she appeared at the gate. ‘Come and 
eat before we go to the synagogue together, for it is time. 
David, your garments for worship—I have laid them upon 
your bed.’ 

They followed her in silence, and somehow, to his own 
bewilderment, he was glad that his mother had come, and 
glad that the moment was broken in which he had held Leah 
in his arms. To his mother’s questioning, smiling look he 
answered a smile, and wondered why he felt himself a liar. 

In the house of Kung, while David was at the synagogue, 
Peony was talking earnestly to Chu Ma, rousing the pride 
of the old nurse, skilfully playing upon jealousy and 
anger. 

In the night she had determined upon this visit. The 
evening meal before the Sabbath had been a strange one, 
silent and full of feeling in which she had no share. Even Ezra 
had been quiet, eating his food as if he did not care what it 
was. David and Leah ate little and only Madame Ezra had 
her appetite. Yet she too had said almost nothing, although 
she had looked often at David and then at Leah. 

Peony, feeling herself excluded, had left the room early, and 
had spent the evening rewriting and polishing the new poem. 
She would take it with her to-morrow, as tender of some kind 
in the bartering she had to do in the house of Kung. Now in 
the service courtyard in this house she sat on a stool under 
a cassia-tree, talking with Chu Ma. 

‘I ask to be forgiven,’ Peony said gracefully. Thus she began. 
Then she smoothed the straight fringe of her hair with her 
delicate fingers. The breeze had disarranged it. 

96 



Chu Ma, embroidering a small satin shoe, lifted her eyes 
from her work. ‘What wrong have you done?’ she asked, and 
smiled. 

‘I did not come back yesterday as I hoped,’ Peony said. 
‘But hear my excuse, good mother, and then forgive me.’ 

So saying, she went on to tell Ghu Ma how the caravan had 
come, and with the caravan the evil news that in foreign 
countries the kinsfolk of her master and mistress were being 
killed, and how mourning had filled the house and she feared 
it would be bad luck to the house of Kung for her to come 
here out of such mourning. 

Peony looked sad and she dropped her pearly eyelids and 
went on, knowing that Ghu Ma’s sharp eyes were on her. 

‘And I fear I spoke too soon yesterday,’ she said veiy softly. 
‘I fear I did not read my young lord’s heart rightly.’ 

She sighed and Chu Ma said stiffly, ‘Young woman, I 
cannot remember what you said.’ 

Peony knew she remembered and she went on again, ‘I said 
my young lord thinks only of your young mistress. I gave her 
his poem—you remember? But now they have brought the 
Rabbi’s daughter into our house, and I fear they have used 
God’s witchery and they have made our young master forget 
even his love.’ 

Ghu Ma sniffed and got to her feet. She was very fat, and 
when she struggled upright scissors and thimble and silks 
tumbled from her. Peony made haste to pick them up. 

‘Let them lie,’ Chu Ma said peevishly. ‘You had better 
come with me and undo the damage you have done.’ 

She went ahead and with her chin she motioned Peony to 
follow, and so Peony did, feeling that she was entering into 
a maze whose end she did not know. 

The house of Kung was a large one, larger than the house 
of Ezra, and it was filled with generations of men, women, 
and children, all of whom drew their life from the same source. 
The women watched Peony from the corners of their eyes and 
the children stared, but she passed by them with her head 
bent modestly. So she came to the court where the young 
ladies lived who were the daughters of Kung Chen, the head 
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of this great family. There were four daughters, but two of 
them were already married and away, and Kueilan came 
third, and after her had been born a child who was not the 
daughter of the same mother as she, but of a young concubine 
whom Kung Chen took, and then was sorry he did because 
she fell in love with his head servant. After much pain, he had 
sent them both away, but his daughter he had kept. 

Kueilan was playing cat’s cradle with this little sister when 
Chu Ma came in with Peony following her. Now Peony had 
never seen this third young lady, and had only David’s talk 
to make her know what she was. But she had no more to do 
than to look at the young lady, which she now did, without 
knowing that everything David had said was too little and 
that here indeed was the most beautiful female creature that 
any one could imagine. Kueilan was childish in her looks, 
being only a little taller than the younger sister, whom Chu 
Ma now sent away. 

‘Nurse, why do you send Lili away?’ Kueilan asked, and 
Peony heard what a sweet voice she had besides all her other 
beauties. 

Chu Ma had no fear or reverence before her little mistress, 
and so she asked in a loud voice, not answering the question, 
‘What have you done with the letter I gave you yesterday?’ 

‘Here it is,’ Kueilan answered, and she took David’s poem 
from her wide silk sleeve. 

Chu Ma looked at Peony with reproachful eyes. ‘You see 
what hurt has been done!’ she declared. ‘The child keeps his 
letter with her day and night.’ She turned to her mistress 
again. "‘Give it to me, child,’ she commanded. ‘It is worth 
nothing. I will throw it away.’ 

Now Peony’s quick brain had been working, and she saw 
very well that in this pretty girl she might have a friend and 
an ally to win David’s heart. There was nothing here that 
was strong and fearless. No, Kueilan was a kitten of a creature, 
her little face itself was a kitten’s face, the eyes wide and 
wondering and tinged with ready mischief, the mouth always 
ready to laugh. Just now she was looking half-fearfully at 
Chu Ma. She clutched the paper and shook her head. 
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‘I will keep it,’ she said wilfully. ‘I will not let you throw 
it away. I won’t—I won’t!’ 

Chu Ma looked up to heaven and Peony saw she was 
preparing to be angry, so she spoke at once. ‘Young Lady, 
do not trouble yourself. I have only come for your answer.’ 
And to Chu Ma she said in a low voice, ‘I see how it is here. 
Do not be angry, Good Mother. Somehow I will mend the 
evil I have done.’ 

So Ghu Ma kept silent, only continuing to pout, and Peony 
went nearer and spoke coaxingly to Kueilan. ‘Have you 
written an answer, Little Mistress?’ she asked. Kueilan looked 
down and shook her head. 

‘Shall I help you?’ Peony asked next. 

Kueilan looked surprised. ‘Girl, can you write?’ she asked. 

‘I can,’ Peony said smiling. ‘If you tell me what you wish 
to say, I will write it down for you.’ 

‘I can write—but I don’t know what to say,’ Kueilan 
faltered. 

‘Our young lady has never written to a man,’ Chu Ma 
proclaimed virtuously. 

Peony was very gentle indeed. ‘You need not fear my young 
master,’ she said. ‘Why, he is the kindest and best young man. 
He never hurts any one. I have been his slave all my life, and 
he has never beaten me or let others beat me.’ 

Kueilan looked at her with surprise. ‘Even when he is 
angry?’ 

‘He is never angry,’ Peony said smiling. 

‘Oh!’ Kueilan sighed. 

Then Peony took from her own bosom the poem she had 
written and she read it aloud in a soft sweet voice. 

‘Within the lotus bud the dewdrop waited. 

At dawn the sun looked down and found her there. 

He lifted her and set her on a cloud 

And made her queen to rule the skies with him.’ 

‘Give it to me,’ Kueilan exclaimed. Her small face was lit 
with delight and she followed the four lines with the tip of 
her tiny forefinger. ‘I wish I had written it,’ she said 
wistfully. 
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‘Lady, 1 give it to you,’ Peony said. ‘It is yours, as if you 
had made it. 1 

‘Will you never tell him I did not write it?’ the spoiled 
child asked. 

‘Never,’ Peony promised. ‘But, Lady, copy it in your own 
handwriting,’ she suggested. 

‘Chu Ma, fetch my brush and ink and my silk paper,’ 
Kueilan commanded. 

She sat in silence like a small reigning queen, allowing 
Peony to stand. When Chu Ma had brought the brush the 
young lady with much ado and ceremony made ready to 
write and then did write, her pink tongue between her lips, 
until she had copied the poem upon the silken paper, and had 
folded it intricately. Then she gave it to Peony. 

‘Take this to him,’ she said, and waved her hands in 
dismissal. 

Peony bowed her head, exchanged looks with Chu Ma, and 
went away. 

Now had she gone the way she came she might have passed 
through this house unseen by any except Kueilan and Chu 
Ma. But Peony had curiosity as well as wit, and so she did 
not go as she came. Instead she told herself she would see this 
famous house while she was here, and especially the great 
lotus pool that was said to be in the central court. There she 
went, stopped only now and then by a servant who asked her 
what she did. She answered coolly that she had brought a 
message to the young mistress and was looldng for the front 
gate. ‘This place is so vast I am lost,’ she said laughing. 

So she went on until she saw a round moon gate, and there 
she guessed was the central court. She tiptoed to the gate and 
looked in and saw a most beautiful garden. It was floored 
with green tiles and in the centre was a long pool, and in this 
pool lotus leaves were pushing up their pointed buds. Around 
the walls stood peach-trees and plums and the scarlet flowers 
of the pomegranate were in full bloom. Among them bamboos 
waved their fernlike fronds and little birds flew here and there, 
and looking up Peony saw far above her, over the high walls, 
a fine net spread to hold the birds. 
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She forgot everything, and stepping inside the gate, she 
walked softly to the pool and gazed into it. The water was 
clear between the lotus plants and gold and silver fish played 
among them. In the midst of her pleasure she heard a man’s 
voice. 

‘Little Sister, where have you come from?’ 

Peony was startled and she looked up, and there stood the 
master of the house, Kung Chen himself. Now she must 
explain why she was here. She smiled deeply enough to make 
the two dimples in her cheeks appear and she said, ‘I was sent 
from the home of Ezra to fetch a pattern for embroidery, and 
then, wicked one that I am, I could not resist the temptation 
to come and see this court, of which I have often heard. 
Indeed, every one has heard of it. Please, sir, forgive me.’ 

Kung Chen stroked his chin and smiled. His face was round 
and kind and his small eyes were pleasant. Pie had thick 
placid lips and a broad fiat nose. On this spring day he wore 
a grey brocaded silk robe, and since he was at ease in his 
home, he had no jacket or hat. On his feet were white silk 
socks and black velvet shoes. On his two thumbs he wore 
heavy jade rings and in his left hand he carried a silver water 
pipe. His eyebrows were scattered and scanty and his face 
was shaven, and this smoothness gave his full face a bland and 
open look. 

‘There is nothing to forgive,’ he said kindly. ‘Enjoy the 
garden and the pool as long as you like. I come here at this 
hour every day when I have eaten, so that I may look at 
my fish.’ 

He pointed the mouthpiece of his pipe towards the water, 
and she looked into the clear depths where the fish swam 
serene and gay. 

‘How happy they are!’ she said plaintively, ‘Here in your 
house even they are safe and well fed.’ 

‘Have you fish at your master’s mansion?’ he asked. 

It seemed an idle question, but Peony recognized it for what 
it was, the beginning of other questions. 

‘Oh, yes,’ she answered at once, ‘we have pools and fish 
and we feed them. We have also Small Dog.’ 
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Kung Chen filled his pipe and took two puffs. Birds are 
the best,’ he murmured. ‘They are beautiful to look at, they 
sing pleasantly, and when one takes them, into the bamboo 
grove, they attract other birds. Every evening at sunset I 
bring my singing thrush to the bamboos, and after I have fed 
it fresh meat it sings and other birds gather on the net. I sit 
so still they think I am a stone.’ 

'How pleasant!’ Peony said. 

‘It is at such moments that the best of life is lived,’ he 
replied simply. 

She waited. Between them was all the distance of their 
differing sex and age and stadon. But there was no embarrass¬ 
ment. She felt hi? ageless simplicity, his complete hard wisdom, 
and suddenly she trusted him. She said, still gazing into the 
pool, ‘I did not tell you the truth, Honoured One.’ 

His small eyes sparkled with laughter, but he did not laugh 
aloud. ‘I know you did not,’ he replied. 

She stole a glance at him and laughed with him. 

‘Tell me now,’ he suggested. ‘After all, you and I—are we 
not Chinese?’ 

She could not approach truth directly. ‘Sir, have you 
hatred against the foreigners?’ 

Pie opened his eyes. ‘Why should I hate any one?’ he asked 
in surprise. He paused and then proceeded amiably. ‘To 
hate another human being is to take a worm into one’s own 
vitals. It consumes life.’ 

‘I will ask another question,’ Peony said. 

‘Why not?’ Kung Chen asked, still very amiably. 

‘Would you give your daughter to a foreign house?’ she 
asked. 

‘Ha!’ Kung Chen said. He took two more puffs of his pipe. 
'‘Why not?’ he asked again. He knocked the ash from his 
pipe. ‘Now let me proceed for you,’ he said. ‘Your house has 
a young master, and I have plenty of daughters. I take it my 
Little Three is nearest his age. I have good business with 
your elder master. He brings me goods from abroad that 
■others cannot buy. My shops alone carry the goods. I shall 
soon have an exclusive contract—for which I shall pay much 
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money, it is true. Were we related even in the outside fashion 
through my daughter, it would be good business. But—I am 
not a man to sacrifice my daughter for business. Therefore 
let us speak of rectitude and philosophy. When foreigners 
come into a nation, the best way is to make them no longer 
foreign. That is to say, let us marry our young together and 
let there be children. War is costly, love is cheap.’ 

Now Peony cast aside all modesty. She admired Kung Chen 
very much and she felt proud to think he was her countryman. 
What he had said was wise and good. So she went on: ‘My 
young master saw the Third Young Lady a few days ago and 
he has not been able to eat or sleep since.’ 

‘Good,’ Kung Chen replied easily. 

‘He has written her a poem,’ Peony went on. 

‘Naturally,’ Kung Chen said. 

‘She has also written him a poem,’ Peony said. 

At this Kung Chen looked astonished. ‘My Little Three 
cannot write poems,’ he declared. ‘When I bade the tutor 
teach her to write poems with the others, he complained that 
her mind was only a butterfly.’ 

Peony blushed. ‘I helped her,’ she confessed. 

Kung Chen laughed. ‘Ah-ha!’ he exclaimed. ‘Do you have 
the poem with you?’ 

Upon this Peony produced the poem, and he spread it out 
on his soft fat palm and read it aloud, in a half-singing voice. 
‘Very good—for the purpose,’ he announced. ‘But I see you 
have not written the proper radical for the word “rule”.’ He 
pointed out the word with the stem of his pipe. 

‘Forgive me,’ Peony said gently. 

‘Leave it,’ Kung Chen bade her. ‘If it is too perfect he will 
suspect her. Now you had better deliver it to him. Love must 
be taken on the tide, before it ebbs.’ 

So Peony took the poem and made her little bow and 
went away. 

She felt so much more happy than she had when she came 
that she examined herself to find why this was so, and she 
found it was because Kung Chen had somehow made her feel 
one with him and with all who were Chinese. She was not 
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solitary or alone. In the great sea of her people she was only 
one, but she belonged to the sea, and her life was not separate 
from the lives of all around her. 

Oh, that David would join himself to us! she thought. Her 
mind grew clear. She would take him away from the dark, 
sorrowful people to whom he had been born and bring him 
into the pleasant sunshine in which her people lived. He 
would forget death and learn to love life. 

Thus lighthearted, she went home again and to her duties. 
Ezra and David returned from the synagogue, and soon 
Madame Ezra and Leah came too, and the Sabbath day 
proceeded in the rites that Peony knew so well, and in which 
she did not share. But her part was to serve, and even as the 
night before she had set the great candlesticks before Madame 
Ezra that she might light them and usher in the sacred day, 
so now when they gathered for the Sabbath meal Peony 
brought the wine to Ezra and stood while he blessed it and 
spoke the Sabbath prayer. She directed the washing of the 
hands and then the serving of the food. When a servant newly 
hired was about to bring Ezra his pipe she shook her head 
and frowned, knowing that no fire must be lit on this day. 
In his own room alone Ezra might take the comfort of his 
pipe, but not here. 

So went the day, and Peony would not let herself see how 
often David spoke to Leah and that even when he did not 
speak he looked at her long and thoughtfully. When evening 
came it was Leah whom David led into the court to find the 
first three stars of night, and he bade Leah declare the Sabbath 
was over. 

Peony ran to light the candles and the lanterns, and never 
was she so glad as now to hear their greetings for another day, 
a good day, she told hei'self, a pleasant common day belonging 
to humans and not to a foreign god. She had spoken no word 
with David this Sabbath long, but she was not downcast. She 
could wait. 
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V 


A FTER Peony had left him, Kung Chen stayed on alone 
in his garden. By habit he worked long and steadily 
X JsLin the big room in his main shop, going early and 
coming home late. His fortune grew under his hands and he 
was a rich man. He enjoyed his riches, but he was not cor¬ 
rupted. When he felt his mind grow too single in pursuit of 
money he stopped, and for a whole day he did not go near 
his shops. Instead he sat here in his private garden, idle, his 
mind wandering where it would. 

Upon such a day he had found Peony in his garden, and 
after she had gone, he sat down upon a green porcelain seat 
to watch the fish. Whenever he sat thus no one disturbed 
him. Time and again some one looked in the gate, hesitated, 
and stole away. In the midst of his crowded household Kung 
Chen’s life was lull of many cares and responsibilities, and 
here was a centre of peace. But he was reconciled to all that 
was, and he considered himself to be, and indeed he was, a 
happy man. For him happiness was reasonable and attainable. 
On earth he desired wealth, the respect of his associates, satis¬ 
faction in women, and sons enough so that he need not be 
anxious if one or two died. He had all these. 

Of Heaven he asked nothing. While he was content to 
believe in no gods, he knew he would be surprised at nothing 
that after his death he might find to be true. Thus he saw 
no necessity for the immortality of his being, but if he found 
immortality to be the lot of the human soul, he would meet 
the future as he met the present, with smiling certainty that 
he himself, as a good man, need fear neither god nor devil, 
did these exist. Ezra had inquired once as to his faith in God, 
and Kung Chen had replied calmly, ‘If there is a God and 
He is what you say, He will be too sensible to ask me to 
believe in what I have not seen.’ 

To do good, to love justice, to grant that all men had an 
equal right to a pleasant life, these things Kung Chen believed 
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in, and believing, he did all he could to perform his 
belief. 

Now alone in his garden, greatly enjoying the beauty of the 
morning, the clearness of the pool, and the colours of the 
flashing fish, he made his mind empty and rested himself. 
Yet to-day the emptiness was invaded by the necessity to 
decide the life of his third daughter. If it were true that she 
had begun to think of the young man who was the only son 
of the house of Ezra, there could not be long delay. He must 
decide first of all whether he himself were willing for such a 
union. It was no small decision for a man to give his daughter 
to a family not of his own kind, whose name was not among 
the Hundred Names of Antiquity. But knowing the history 
of his people, Kung Chen remembered that others before him 
had done this thing, believing that only thus could all blood 
be made one, and he knew this was right. Nevertheless, he 
was a loving father even to his daughters and he did not wish 
to make the burden of life too heavy upon his Little Three. 

While he mused something pretty happened in the pool 
before his eyes. A day or two before this he had observed 
that the female of a species of Siamese fish was heavy with 
eggs. He had directed, therefore, that a male be bought from 
the toy fish market, and yesterday it had been done. Now he 
saw the new fish swim proudly in the pool. He was a hand¬ 
some creature, and as he swam he was surrounded with a 
cloud of floating iridescent fins. He swam near the surface, 
and the sunlight caught in his fms as in a tiny net. At this 
moment the small female saw him also, and she darted towards 
him with joy. 

Now Kung Chen knew what was about to happen. He 
watched, smiling half tenderly at the small love scene that 
unfolded before his eyes. The male fish, when he saw the 
female, blew out a nest of bubbles that rose to the surface of 
the pool. The female came near to him, and he met her and 
curled his body around hers. In this embrace he turned her 
gently over and wrapped her in his golden fins. There was 
an instant of ecstasy, then they parted, and the little female 
scattered her eggs. The male caught each egg in his mouth 
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as it sank, and soaring upward he thrust them one by one 
into the nest of bubbles. Again and again the fish met, mated, 
and parted, until the little female could endure no more of 
such ardour. But the male grew angry when she evaded him, 
and he pursued her to force her. When Kung Chen saw her 
distress he laughed silently, and he slipped his smooth hand 
into the water and lifted her into the palm of his hand and 
he put her into a porcelain jar of water that stood near to hold 
fish when they began to fight in the pool. When the male fish 
searched and could not find her, Kung Chen laughed again. 
‘Do not be angry', little man—she lias had enough of you! 3 

He sat down again, and the parted lovers went their 
separate ways. But the tiny play had set his mind to work. 
He remembered Peony’s pretty face and he thought of her in 
the household of his foreign friend Ezra, and he thought to 
himself that it must be a strange place for so young and 
beautiful a girl. Then he remembered Ezra’s son and smiled. 
Then he thought of his own Little Three and was grave again. 
He would not have considered such a marriage had she been 
his only daughter, or had she been Lili, his Little Four, Lili 
was his favourite, for she was the child of the woman he had 
loved. The wound this woman had made in him was healed 
after a fashion, but the scar would always remain. Kung Chen 
was not a lustful man. He had not gone after many women. 
He had accepted the wife his parents had given him for his 
youth, and he had lived with her well enough, but without 
great happiness, except in the children she had given him, 
four sons and three daughters. Then a few years ago he had 
suddenly loved a girl he had seen in a pleasure house, and he 
had brought her into his own home, with his wife’s consent, 
and then it had seemed to him that his personal life was full. 

A year ago he had discovered the girl with his own head 
servant, and when anger was spent and he came to full measure 
of sorrow, he comprehended that sorrow, too, is part of love. 
At first he had thought of punishment for the two who had 
betrayed him, but then he understood that punishment cannot 
win back a woman’s love or a man’s loyalty, and that it could 
therefore be only self-indulgence for himself. This he would 
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not allow, and so he had called the two before him, and with 
a smiling face and kindly words he had told them to go away 
and set up their own family, and he gave them money and 
dismissed them, keeping only his daughter. When the pretty 
woman looked back longingly, thinking of what she must do 
without, now that she had chosen the servant instead of the 
master, Kung Chen’s face was inexorable in its calm, and she 
knew that what she had lost she had lost indeed, and so she 
went away. 

Now, although Kung Chen had ceased to think of love, the 
little romance of the fish brought it back to him for a moment, 
a forgotten dream, and he sighed. Love passed swiftly and 
no man could put off its end, and mai-riage had nothing to 
do with love. If his daughter fancied the young foreigner, and 
if the family welcomed her, as assuredly any family would 
welcome a daughter of his, then it remained for him a matter 
of business. If he denied his daughter to Ezra’s son, it would 
be painful to do business with Ezra thereafter. The contract 
pending between them could never be signed. Ezra would 
take it to another mercftant, and of good merchants there was 
a plenty in the city, though none so rich as he. It would be 
very irksome to see one of them benefit from Ezra’s foreign 
goods. Yes, marriage could be a good connexion for him to 
make with the House of Ezra. It would make their partnership 
something more than business. All business should have its 
human connexions. The more human every relationship could 
be, the more sound it was, the more lasting. Kung Chen did 
not altogether trust Ezra as an honest man any more than 
he trusted himself. Where large sums of money were con¬ 
cerned, no man could be sure of any man. But if Ezra and 
he poured their separate bloods into one, then they were one, 
and dishonesty became absurd. 

‘Call it only shrewdness,’ he murmured to the fish. 

Well, his Little Three would be happier in the foreign house 
if Peony were there, a young Chinese girl, to be her playmate. 
He must talk with Little Three, if the marriage was to be 
arranged. But first he should talk with her mother. 

Upon this Kung Chen rose reluctantly and sauntered 
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towards his wife’s court, and he clapped his hands at her 
door. A maidservant came running, and seeing him invited 
him to enter. 

‘Is my son’s mother at leisure?’ he inquired. 

‘My mistress is sitting in the sunshine, doing nothing,’ the 
maid told him. 

So Kung Chen went in and found Iris fat, middle-aged wife 
sitting in a large wicker chair, a tortoise-shell cat before her 
tossing a mouse it had caught. She looked up when he came, 
her face covered with smiles. 

‘Look at this clever cat!’ she exclaimed. ‘It has caught two 
mice to-day.’ 

‘I thought you were a Buddhist,’ he said teasingly. 

‘I kill no mice,’ his lady retorted. 

‘You are not a cat,’ he said. 

‘No/ she agreed. 

‘Nor the cat a Buddhist/ he went on. 

To this pleasantry she made no reply, only continuing to 
watch the cat. But Kung Chen did not mind. Long ago he 
had comprehended that hers was a pleasant little mind, not 
deeper than a cup, and he must not pour it too full. He had 
measured it exactly and they never quarrelled. Now he sat 
down so that he could not see the cat, who was daintily 
crushing the mouse’s bones. 

‘I have come to ask your advice about our Little Three,’ 
he began. 

His wife made a gesture of impatience with her plump 
gold-ringed hands. ‘That naughty girl!’ she exclaimed, ‘She 
will not learn her embroidery and I am sure Chu Ma does 
it for her.’ 

‘Little Three takes after me—I never liked to embroider/ 
Kung Chen said. His face was grave but his eyes twinkled. 

His rvife looked up at him in simple surprise. ‘You were 
never taught to embroider!’ she exclaimed. 

‘No/ he agreed. ‘Had I been, I should have hated it. She 
is my daughter—forgive me!’ 

Madame Kung smiled, perceiving that he was joking again, 
and fell silent, enjoying the cat. Her plump hands lay on the 
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lap of her pearl-grey satin robe like half-open flowers of yellow 
lotus. She had been so pretty when she was young that it had 
taken Kung Chen some years to discover that she was stupid. 

‘Well?’ she asked after a long silence. 

‘I am about to have another proposal for our Little Three, 1 
Kung Chen said. 

‘Who wants her now?’ Madame Kung asked. There had 
been many proposals for each of their daughters. Any rich 
family with a son thought first of a daughter of Kung. 

‘The foreigner Ezra is considering her for his son, David, 1 
Kung Chen said. 

Madame Kung looked indignant. ‘Shall we consider him? 1 
she asked. 

Kung Chen replied in a mild voice. ‘I think so. They are 
very rich and Ezra and I have planned a new contract. There 
is only the one son, and Little Three will not have to contend 
with other sons’ wives. 1 

‘But a foreigner! 1 she objected. 

‘Have you ever seen them? 1 Kung Chen asked. 

Madame Kung shook her head. ‘I have heard about them, 1 
she said. ‘They have high noses and big eyes. I do not want 
a grandson with a big nose and big eyes. 1 

‘Little Three’s nose is almost too small, 1 Kung Chen said 
tolerandy. ‘Moreover, you know our Chinese blood always 
smooths away extremes. By the next generadon the children 
will look Chinese. 1 

‘I hear the foreigners are very fierce, 1 Madame Kung 
objected. 

‘Fierce? 1 Kung Chen repeated. 

‘They have religious fever,’ Madame Kung said. ‘They will 
not eat this and that, and they pray every day and they have 
no god that can be seen, but they fear him very much and 
they say our gods are false. All this is uncomfortable. Our 
Little Three might even have to worship a strange god. 1 

‘Little Three has never done anything she did not want to 
do, 1 Kung Chen said, smilingly. 

‘With many young men wanting her, why should we choose 
a foreign husband for her? 1 Madame Kung asked. 
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The cat had now consumed the mouse, except the head, 
and she took this and put it neatly behind the door. Madame 
Kung was so diverted that she laughed and forgot what they 
were talking about. 

‘Aside from business,’ Kung Chen said with patience, ‘I do 
not believe in separating people into different kinds, All 
human beings have noses, eyes, arms, legs, hearts, stomachs, 
and so far as I have been able to learn, we all reproduce in 
the same fashion.’ 

Madame Kung was interested when he mentioned repro¬ 
duction. ‘I have heard that foreigners open their stomachs and 
take their children out of a hole they have there,’ she said. 

‘It is not true,’ Kung Chen replied. 

‘How do you know?’ she asked. 

‘My friend Ezra and I attend the same bath house and he is 
made as I am, except that he has much hair on his body.’ 

Madame Kung showed still more lively interest. ‘I have 
heard that this hairiness is because foreigners are nearer the 
monkeys than we are.’ Then she looked concerned. ‘Suppose 
our Little Three does not like a hairy man?’ 

‘Our Little Three will never see any man except the man 
she marries,’ Kung Chen said. ‘Therefore she will not know 
she does not like his hairiness.’ 

They had now come to the crux of the matter and Kung 
Chen put the question to her. ‘Then if I receive the proposal?’ 

‘If?’ Madame Kung interrupted. 

‘When I receive the proposal,’ he corrected himself, ‘I shall 
accept it.’ 

It was partly affirmation, and she nodded indifferently. It 
was easier to yield to him than not. 

‘We have so many girls,’ she murmured and yawned, and 
he saw she was ready to think of other things and so he went 
away. From the gate of the court he looked back. She had 
composed herself for sleep and her eyes were closed. 

For a moment he was half angry. It was in his mind to go 
to his daughter and speak to her, since her mother cared so 
little what she did. Then he decided against it. It was too 
soon. Better it would be to wait until he had the proposal in 
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his hand. Better even then to consider a while longer—Iris 
Little Three was very young. Nevertheless, he felt himself so 
disturbed that he knew his day of rest was ended. He turned 
his footsteps and moved in his slow stately fashion towards 
the great gate that opened to the street. His satin-curtained 
mule cart waited always ready for his coming. The gateman 
shouted and the muleteer sprang to his feet. Kung Chen 
stepped into his cart. 

‘Take me to my counting-house,’ he commanded. The 
muleteer cracked his whip and Kung Chen was on his way. 

At the synagogue on that Sabbath day Madame Ezra 
planned while she worshipped. Her busy mind ran hither 
and thither about her plan. Purposely she had not told Ezra 
that she would invite the Rabbi to be her guest for a while. 
For how long? Who knew? Perhaps a week, even a month 
—at least until David spoke his willingness to take Leah for 
his wife. Had she told Ezra, he would have exclaimed that 
David must not be forced. Yet it was not force she planned 
—it was the will of God. 

The will of God—the sweet peace of these words filled her 
spirit. But the synagogue was a place of peace. Ruin was not 
too evident—not yet. The curtains were old, but they were 
Still whole, thanks to the women who mended them tenderly. 
Most of the Jews were poor, and their homes were clustered 
about the synagogue. Madame Ezra felt guilty sometimes 
that she did not share the poverty of the small community, 
all that was left of the once large one. 

Where had the Jews gone? It was a matter to puzzle them 
all. Without persecution or any sort of unkindness from the 
Chinese, they had disappeared, each generation fewer in 
number than the one before. Madame Ezra was angry when 
she thought of this. It was, of course, easier to sink into 
becoming a Chinese, easier to take on easy-going godless ways, 
than it was to remain a Jew. All the more reason, therefore, 
for her to live strictly, in spite of her wealth—perhaps, indeed, 
because of her wealth. A poor Jew might be constrained to 
choose between God and money. She had no such compulsion. 
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With such thoughts she renewed her determination. As soon 
as the worship was over, she wouid stay behind and go to the 
Rabbi. When her plan was secure, she would tell Ezra. It 
was not difficult to stay behind, for in the synagogue a high 
carved wooden partition separated men from women, and it 
was her habit to worship separately from Ezra. Leah was at 
her side, and David was with his father. She would send 
Leah home with Wang Ma while she herself went to the 
Rabbi. 

Peace descended upon her as she saw her way clear, and 
she lifted her eyes to look at the Rabbi as he stood beside the 
Chair of Moses upon which the sacred Torah was placed. He 
wore long black robes and about his black-capped head was 
wrapped a fine white cloth that streamed down his back. He 
was reading aloud, while Aaron, dressed in the same fashion, 
except that his cap was blue, turned the pages. The Rabbi 
seemed to read, but actually he recited from memory, page 
after page. If he faltered, which was seldom, Aaron prompted 
him in a loud voice. 

When the service was over, Madame Ezra discovered that 
the Rabbi did not come easily to the house of Ezra. When 
she explained, when she begged him to come at once, he shook 
his great bearded head. ‘Let your son come here to me to 
learn from the Torah, 1 he said firmly. 

Madame Ezra wailed aloud at this. ‘Father, why should 
I hide anything from you? What if he does not come? Just 
now, yes, he is very eager. He is moved by what Kao Lien 
said of the murder of our people. But he is young. There will 
be days when he does not want to come. He will make an 
excuse of a game or of sleep or of playing with birds or the 
dog or writing a poem—anything! But if you are in the house, 
he cannot escape you.’ 

The Rabbi considered this. ‘I am a servant of the Lord,’ 
he declared at last. ‘It is of Him that I must inquire.’ 

■ Now Madame Ezra, being a woman of impetuous nature, 
felt that she must say more. The will of God was clear to 
her and it must be made equally clear to this stubborn good 
old man. 



‘You know, Father, I say without any vanity that ours is 
the leading Jewish family,’ she now told him. She saw a 
certain smile flicker about the blind Rabbi’s mouth and she 
hastened on. 'Yes, yes, I know that Ezra is a man divided in 
heart, and I can tell you with truth that many a night I have 
wept because of his pleasure-loving ways. But I have tried 
the more, Father, to do duty for us both, and you know that 
is true.’ 

‘I know,’ the Rabbi said gently. 

‘Yet I cannot live for ever,’ Madame Ezra went on, ‘and 
I must see my only son set in the way of his fathers. If he 
marries Leah-’ 

The Rabbi looked surprised. ‘Is he not to marry her? 5 
he asked. 

‘Of course he is,’ Madame Ezra said with some impatience. 
‘But we cannot say he is married to her until the act is done. 
You do not understand young men and women these days. 
Father. I assure you that David, left to himself, would be the 
best of sons, but Chinese girls are always looking at him. I 
shall not be sure undl-’ 

‘Does David look at them?’ the Rabbi interposed. 

Madame Ezra evaded this. ‘He will not look at anybody 
after he is married to Leah.’ 

‘Why does he not marry Leah at once?’ the Rabbi asked 
innocently. 

Madame Ezra sighed. ‘Father, to speak plainly, David must 
first want to marry her.’ 

At this the Rabbi looked very grave indeed. ‘Does he not 
want to marry her?’ he asked. 

‘A young man often does not know what he wants until it 
is pointed out to him,’ Madame Ezra retorted. 

The Rabbi considered this for some time, sitting with his 
head bowed and his hands clasped on his staff. Then he lifted 
his head as though he could see. ‘What have I to do with 
this?’ he asked. 

‘Nothing,’ Madame Ezra said quickly. ‘It is entirely my 
duty—and Leah will help me. But what you must do, Father, 
is to guide David into the way of Jehovah. Instruct him , 
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Father, teach him the Torah, incline his heart to the Lord 
—and we will do the rest.’ 

The Rabbi considered this. Then he said, ‘Still, I will go 
before Jehovah and inquire of Him. Leave me, my daughter.’ 

Madame Ezra rose with vigour from her chair. ‘I will obey 
you, Father.’ Her rich voice was angry. ‘May it be soon that 
you come to us!’ 

She returned to her home and the Rabbi returned to the 
synagogue through a covered passage from his house. He 
knew every step of his way, and his feet fitted into the slightly 
worn hollows in the stones of the floor. It had been many 
years since he had seen the synagogue with his eyes, but he 
had other senses. Thus now he could smell mildew on the 
hangings, and he touched doors, table, altar, and he felt dust 
like sand between his too sensitive finger-tips. By the soles of 
his feet he knew the floors had not been swept, even for the 
Sabbath. But it seemed to him that some one was here and 
he listened. Yes, he heard a slow deep breathing. 

‘Who is asleep in the house of the Lord?’ he asked 
loudly. 

The breathing ended in a snort. A half-strangled voice 
answered out of sleep, ‘Eh? It’s only me, Teacher—Old Eli! 
I fell asleep. Is the worship over?’ 

It was Rachel’s husband, whose duty it was to keep the 
synagogue clean. 

‘You should not sleep here,’ the Rabbi said. ‘The worship 
is long over.’ 

‘It is so quiet here,’ Old Eli said in apology. ‘Except on 
holy days there is no one here but you, Teacher, and this is 
not your hour.’ 

‘Come here,’ the Rabbi commanded him suddenly. He 
waited until he heard the man’s shambling footsteps come 
near. Then he said, ‘Tell me—what of the silver vessels?’ 

Old Eli coughed the tinny cough of the aged. ‘Those 
vessels,’ he muttered. ‘Well-’ 

‘Tell me!’ the Rabbi said sharply. 

‘They’re pewter now,’ Eli said. 

‘I felt the difference,’ the Rabbi muttered. ‘I knew it when 
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I held them this morning.’ He lifted his head and upon his 
face there was inexpressible pain. 

‘Why do you troubLe yourself, Teacher?’ Eli asked in pity. 
‘Young priests are always-’ he broke off. 

The Rabbi began to tremble. ‘Tell me what my son has 
done,’ he commanded. 

Old Eli coughed and delayed and wiped his head and face 
with his sleeve, but he could not disobey. He laughed pain¬ 
fully to show nothing was sorrowful and then he said com¬ 
fortingly, ‘The pewter vessels are silver-washed and they look 
just as the old ones did. You know the Chinese pewter workers 
are clever and when the young teacher told them-’ 

'My son has sold the silver vessels from the synagogue!’ 
the Rabbi muttered. 

‘But do not let him know I told you,’ Old Eli said in a 
small voice. 

‘And only I knew the difference!’ the old Rabbi muttered. 
‘Those who came to worship-’ 

‘Not many come now, Teacher,’ Old Eli said to comfort 
him. 

The Rabbi wavered and Eli tottered forward and put his 
hands under the Rabbi’s elbows. ‘Come with me, Teacher,’ 
he said. ‘Come and rest. You are too old to grieve. Old 
people should be happy, like children. Now is your time to 
sleep and sit in the sun and eat good food and let all serve you.’ 

‘You talk like a Chinese,’ the Rabbi said. 

He spoke bitterly, but Old Eli laughed. ‘Eh, yes—but of 
my seven parts six parts are Chinese! Outside the synagogue 
they call me Old Li. I answer to the name.’ 

As he spoke he guided the Rabbi tenderly out of the syn¬ 
agogue and into his house again, and there he sat him down 
and busied himself with everything to make him comfortable. 
He went to the kitchen and bade Rachel bring a bowl of 
broth, and the Rabbi let him do what he would. He sat like 
one stunned by a stone fallen upon his head. Only once he 
spoke while he supped his broth, and it was to say in the voice 
of a broken heart, ‘You are kinder to me than my own son is.’ 

‘Now, now,’ Old Eli said, ‘young priests—it’s hard for them.’ 
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After Eli had gone, the Rabbi took these words and turned 
them over in his mind. ‘Yes, ! he murmured after a long time, 
‘yes, it is hard for my son. O Jehovah! If another is to take 
his place. Thy will be done. I will go to the house of Ezra.’ 

Thus it was the Rabbi found the will of God. The next 
day after this Sabbath, taking with him Aaron, he went to 
the house of Ezra. But he bade Rachel stay in his house and 
keep it ready for their return. To Aaron, his son, the Rabbi 
said nothing, either in reproof or in sorrow. 

For three days Peony kept in her table drawer the poem 
that Kueilan had bade her give David, awaiting a proper time 
to give it to him. Such a time did not come. For after the 
Sabbath he withdrew himself, spending much time with his 
father in the counting-house. He was little at home, indeed, 
and when he came late in the evening, he avoided all women 
and sat alone in his rooms, reading. Peony waited for this 
mood to pass, knowing it useless to force his heart out of its 
hermitage. Then before she could find the moment she sought, 
the Rabbi came with his son, Aaron, and they were put into 
the court next to Ezra’s. 

Now David was cut off from her indeed. She served him 
in her usual ways, but more quietly than she had before, and 
her eyes were pensive. He did not seem to see her. He spent 
his mornings with the Rabbi and the old man commanded 
Aaron to sit with them too. Aaron, somewhat afraid in this 
great house where everything was under the eyes of Madame 
Ezra, did not rebel. Peony took care to be the one sometimes 
to bring hot tea to the room that she might see how it went 
with David, and she saw him poring over the books unrolled 
and open upon the table before him, and Aaron fidgeting and 
always ready to look up and out the door. This Aaron had 
learned to be silent whatever he did, so that his blind father 
could not know how his eyes roved and how he yawned. Then 
after a few days Leah came, too, to read the books. This was 
because David had told his mother how troublesome was 
Aaron and Madame Ezra grew alarmed lest Aaron anger 
David, and so she bade Leah be present, and if Aaron were 
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disobedient, Madame Ezra declared, she herself would come. 
This Leah was to tell Aaron to frighten him, and she did. 

When. Peony saw that every day Leah was to be there at 
David’s side she knew that she could not wait for an opportune 
time. One night when she took the last pot of hot tea to 
David’s sitting-room as she used to do until this change had 
come into the house, she paused and coughed. He was in his 
bedroom, and some new delicacy now forbade her to go in as 
freely as she had. 

He came to the door at once to inquire what she wanted. 
He had taken off his outer robe and he stood in his white silk 
inner coat and trousers, his eyes clear, his cheeks red, and 
seeing him, Peony’s ready heart melted with love. 

‘I bring you tea,’ she said softly. 

‘Why do you tell me?’ he asked in surprise. ‘Why do you 
not bring it in as you always did?’ 

Then she came in, and after she had set down the tea she 
put her hand into her pocket and drew out the folded paper 
and held it towards him. ‘I have waited to give you this,’ 
she said, ‘but no good time seems to come because you are so 
busy now.’ 

He took it and sat down and she stood while he read the 
poem, and he looked up and saw her standing. ‘Sit down,’ 
he commanded her. So she sat down and he read the poem 
over again. Then he lifted his eyes to hers. ‘It is very pretty,’ 
he said. ‘Did she write it?’ 

‘With her own brush I saw her write it, 5 Peony replied. 
Then she confessed to him, ‘I took her your poem—the 
unfinished one.’ 

‘You saw her?’ he repeated, not seeming to care what Peony 
had done. 

She nodded. 

He leaned upon the table. ‘How did she look?’ he asked. 

Peony shook her head. ‘It is better not to speak of her.’ 

‘And why?’ he asked. His eyes were inscrutable, and he 
continued to hold the poem. 

Peony looked sorrowful. ‘She is gentle, young, pretty—so 
soft—she must not be crushed.’ 
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David flushed somewhat. ‘I do not know what you mean,’ 
he argued. 

Peony looked steadily grave. ‘Ah, yes, you know,’ she 
retorted. ‘Having seen you, she is ready to love you, poor 
little beauty, and when she knows-’ She paused. 

‘Knows what?’ David prompted her. 

She shook her head and was silent and he grew angry. He 
threw the poem on the table. ‘Now, Peony, I command you 
to tell me what you mean. If there is one thing I hate above 
another it is a woman who hints in and out and around 
something that she has in her mind, and will not speak it out.’ 

At this Peony grew angry too, and she put her eyes full 
upon him and spoke passionately. ‘You must not see her— 
that is what I mean! She is beginning to think about you, 
and she must not!’ 

‘This is not for you to say,’ he retorted. ‘Why do you want 
to part me from her?’ 

Secretly David was amazed at his own guile. Had he not 
allowed Leah to think he loved her? The memory of that 
moment in the peach garden when Leah had stood in his arms 
came back to him, as it had many times in these few days. 
It was welcome and unwelcome. Sometimes his blood ran 
swifter at the thought of her. When he saw her face, earnest 
and lovely, bent above the Torah, or lifted to look with 
devotion at her father, he was moved. And yet David was 
coming to understand that his marriage was no ordinary one. 
When he chose, it would be for more than himself. However 
he might wish he were like other men, he knew he was not. 

‘I am not thinking of you,’ Peony said, ‘I am thinking of 
Kueilan.’ 

He felt suddenly angry with Peony. ‘You used to think of 
me!’ he cried. 

‘Why should I any more?’ Peony asked. 

Her voice rang with a harshness he had never heard before 
and her face was smooth and cold. He was shocked. ‘Peony!’ 
he said. ‘What has happened to you?’ 

She bent her head. ‘Nothing has happened to me,’ she said. 
‘It is you-’ 
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‘But I am just the same,’ he insisted. 

She shook her head. ‘Not now.’ 

He put out liis hand across the table and caught hers. She 
tried to pull hers away. 

‘Let me go!’ she cried. 

‘No!’ he cried back. ‘Not until you have told me how she 
looked!’ This he said to cover his confusion. 

There was a long pause. He held her hand, locking his 
fingers into hers, and#he could scarcely keep hegs from tremb¬ 
ling. She wanted to pull her hand from his and she wanted 
him to hold it. She was about to weep and her heart beat 
hard against her breast. Then she began in a small voice, not 
looking at him: 

‘She—she wore a—a fern-green-’ 

‘Her face,’ he commanded. 

‘But you know she is very pretty,’ she said. 

‘Tell me how pretty,’ he commanded. 

So she began again. ‘Well—well—her mouth is small, the 
lower lip a little more full than the upper, red as pomegranate 
—such small white teeth—a small tongue—when she wrote 
the poem I could see her tongue like a kitten’s, touching her 
lip.’ She paused. 

‘What else?’ he demanded. 

‘Her eyes—very black—and shaped like apricots—eyebrows 
like willow leaves, you know—and her face more long than 
round, perhaps—tiny pale ears—she had a rose in her hair.’ 

‘Go on,’ David commanded. 

‘I leaned over her while she wrote—her breath was as sweet 
as a flower—and her little hand—it is even smaller than mine.’ 

He opened her hand upon his. ‘You have a small hand,’ 
he said. 

She looked at him. ‘Do not make her love you,’ she, said 
pleadingly. 

Now he dropped her hand and she let it lie there, lonely on 
the table. ‘How do you know she thinks of me?’ he asked. 

Peony withdrew her hand, and folded both hands into her 
wide sleeves. ‘I know,’ she said in a low voice, and drooped 
her head. 
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‘Tell me!’ 

‘That I cannot. I only feel it.’ 

Now silence fell between them and David rose and went to 
his shelves of books and stood looking at them. He was not 
thinking of them, she knew. 

‘I wish to see her again for myself/ he said, not turning. 

She hid her smile behind her sleeves. ‘No , 5 she said. 

He strode to the table and struck it with the palm of his 
hand. ‘Yes!’ he cried. 

‘You are very wicked , 1 she declared. 

‘How do I know what I must do unless I see her again?' 
he asked. 

She considered. ‘If I arrange it, will you promise me that 
you will not write her any more or ask to see her any more 
or do anything to break her heart any more?’ 

His eyelids wavered and he smiled. ‘I promise you this: 
After I have seen her I will make up my mind whether I want 
to write her or see her any more . 1 

Their eyes met, full and long. Then she rose in her graceful 
fashion. 

‘Let it be a promise between us , 1 she said firmly. She put 
her hand to the teapot, and feeling it still hot, she bade him 
sleep and went away, well pleased with herself. 

In the midst of all that went on in his house Ezra remained 
in unwonted silence. He had been too shaken by Kao Lien’s 
story to become indifferent to it, even though his bustling 
cheerful days dulled the edge of memory. In a strange way 
his wife was his conscience, and however he rebelled, he always 
feared lest she might be right in some fashion that he could 
not discern. Where business was concerned, all was clear to 
him. Where God was concerned, he was in waters deeper 
than his soul. Naomi made him remember his Jewish lather, 
whom he loved and feared, a sad man, gentle in all things, 
but incurably sorrowful, for what reason Ezra never knew. 
When he was a child his father’s sadness had made Ezra feel 
guilty, and yet somehow it was not his own guilt, but his 
Chinese mother’s, which he shared. Yet he heard no word of 
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blame, and certainly his mother felt neither sin nor sadness, 
nor, when he was with her, did Ezra. 

After his mother died, however, the old sense of guilt rested 
on him alone, and partly because of this he had been willing 
to marry the young Naomi at his father’s wish. He went very 
gravely for a while after his marriage, anxious to please his 
handsome bride; then, feeling that whatever he did he could 
not please her enough, he began to live as he had before, and 
he grew cheerful again. Cheerful he was, that is, unless the 
dark pool of old unexplained guilt in his soul was stirred, and 
Kao Lien had stirred it when he told of the massacred 
Jews. 

Part of what went on now in his household Ezra saw, the 
rest his Chinese servants told him. He kept silent, compre¬ 
hending everything because he was divided in himself. Thus 
he knew through Wang Ma’s shrewd eyes that the Rabbi was 
dreaming a great dream and it was that if his own son, Aaron, 
should fail as the leader of the Jews, David might take his 
place. This indeed was true. The old man could not see 
David, but after he had taught him for many days, he said 
one day, ‘Come here, my son, let me know your face.’ 

So David came near. 

‘My son, kneel as before the Lord,’ the Rabbi commanded 
him. 

So David knelt, and the Rabbi touched his young face with 
the tips of his ten fingers, each finger so knowing, so conveying, 
that David felt as if a light played upon him. Then the Rabbi 
felt his strong shoulders and his broad chest and his slender 
waist and narrow thighs and, bidding the young man stand, 
he felt the straightness of his knees and his firm ankles and 
well-knit feet. He took one of David’s hands and then the 
other, and felt its shape and grasp. Then he stood up and felt 
the top of David’s head. . 

‘You stand higher than I do, my son,’ he said wondering. 

While this was going on Aaron sat sullenly looking on. 

‘Ah, that you were my true son!’ the Rabbi murmured to 
David. ‘Then would I praise the Lord.’ 

At this David felt pity for the pale ugly boy who glowered 
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at diem and he said, ‘It is not how a man looks, I think—or 
so my Confucian tutor has taught me.’ 

‘Is that man still your tutor?’ the Rabbi asked jealously. 

David hesitated, then he replied, ‘My mother sent him away 
when you came.’ 

So Madame Ezra had done without asking any one, but 
David hesitated because he did not wish to tell the Rabbi that 
he still met his tutor. But Ezra knew, for Wang Ma told him 
this, too, one night, chuckling as she did so. 

‘The young lord, your son, meets his old teacher in the late 
afternoon at his own house on the Street of the Faithful 
Widow,’ she told Ezra. It was her habit to take Ezra every 
night before he slept a bowl of thin rice gruel, which he drank 
slowly, so that she could gossip to him. In this fashion he 
learned much that no one thought he knew. He looked a little 
grave when Wang Ma told him this and she made haste to 
say, ‘Should your son not learn of our teachers, also ? 1 

Ezra considered while he drank the hot fragrant rice, the 
bowl held between both hands. ‘I cannot decide , 1 he said at 
last. ‘I think he should not, in honour to his mother, lest the 
Confucian undo all that the Rabbi does.’ 

‘How is it that you are so harsh?’ Wang Ma exclaimed 
pettishly. Long ago their youthful intimacy had made her 
free with Ezra as she was with no other. 

‘Our God is a jealous God,’ Ezra replied. 

‘Gods are what men make them,’ Wang Ma retorted. ‘It is 
the Jews who have made their own God.’ 

‘Not me,’ Ezra said, suddenly smiling. 

His smile was so fresh and frank in his black beard that 
Wang Ma, remembering the young man he had once been, 
smiled back at him. Then she leaned towards him and began 
to whisper. 

‘Do not let your fine son be unhappy,’ she said. ‘Yes, yes, 

you are a Jew, I know—you have to be—but tell me- No, 

you need not tell me—I know. When you remember your 
father was a Jew you are unhappy and sad, and when you 
remember your mother was Chinese you are happy and life 
is good.’ 
t . b .—9 
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Ezra could not quite allow this all at once. ‘Perhaps I am 
unhappy sometimes because I know I am not a good Jew,’ 
he said. 

Wang Ma laughed at this. ‘You are happy when you 
remember that you are a good man and a rich man and a 
clever man,’ she declared, ‘and what else matters?’ She came 
closer. ‘Why, here in this city, everybody respects you for 
what you are. Who cares what your father was?’ 

She could always move him when she gave him her affec¬ 
tionate and robust praise. The approval that his wife never 
gave him this good Chinese woman gave with her whole heart 
and had given him since they were young together. He loved 
to be happy and she made him happy because she gave him 
courage in himself. 

‘Now then,’ she argued, ‘ought you not to be doing business 
again with Rung Chen? Ever since the caravan came you 
have been doleful. You are at home too much. Men ought 
not to linger about a house. Leave that to women and to 
priests. Rung Chen will be wondering what has become of 
you. He is impatient to put the new goods on his counters.’ 

‘You are right,’ Ezra declared. ‘In the morning I will go 
early to his counting-house.’ 

He got up and began to undress for bed and she took the 
bowl away. At the door he called her and she paused. 

‘Eh?’ she asked. 

‘Let David visit his old tutor,’ Ezra commanded. 

‘Why not?’ Wang Ma returned amiably, and so they parted. 

So David continued to do in secret what he had begun to 
do one day when the Rabbi had demanded that he learn by 
heart the curses that Jehovah put into the mouths of the 
prophets against the heathen: ‘Thou shalt surely kill him, 
thine hand shall be the first upon him to put him to death 
and afterwards the hand of all the people. And thou shalt 
stone him with stones that he die, because he sought to thrust 
thee away from the Lord thy God.’ 

Such words David learned, and he hated them even while 
he knew them to be the words of Jehovah. He dared not 
speak his hatred, and he found comfort by going to the little 
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house of his tutor and sitting with the mild old man in his 
quiet court. There he listened to other words that the gentle 
Chinese read all day: 

‘To repay evil with kindness is the proof of a good man; a 
superior man blames himself, a common man blames others. 

‘We do not yet serve man as we should; how then can we 
know how to serve God? 

‘There is one word that can be the guide for our life—it is 
the word reciprocity. Do not unto others what you would 
not enjoy having them do to you.’ 

While the Rabbi sharpened David’s soul, these words 
comforted his heart, and at night he was able to sleep. 

In the morning after he had talked with Wang Ma, Ezra 
woke filled with new energy and zest for his life. He loved 
to bargain in amiable and lively talk over a feast, and now 
he made up his mind that he would invite Rung Chen to a 
fine dinner at the tea-house on the Stone Bridge, which was 
the best in the city. Kao Lien must come too, and the three 
of them would talk together of new and better business. The 
times were good. There had been no famine in nearly a 
decade and they had a good governor and taxes were low, so 
that people had money with which to buy goods. Now was 
the time for trade. 

He went out that morning without seeing any one of his 
family. Wang Ma and Old Wang served him together and 
there was no need for talk. Wang Ma, pleased with what she 
had clone the night before, was all smiles and calm, and Old 
Wang was full of usual zeal to please his master, and the 
gateman was awake and clean and at his place, and Ezra’s 
mule cart waited outside. It was a bright gay morning in 
summer, and upon the street the people looked lively and well 
fed and ready to be amused. Riding among them, Ezra told 
himself it was folly indeed to cling to the dream of that narrow 
barren land of his ancestors. A good thing they did leave it, 
Ezra told himself. He was learned enough to know that 
Palestine was a small dry place, and had now been possessed 
for hundreds of years by nomads and heathen. Should we go 
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back, he mused, would they let us come in? What madness 
not to stay here where we are welcome! 

He asked himself if ever there could be hatred against him 
here, and he could not imagine it. No people had ever been 
killed in China because of them kind. True, these Chinese 
could be cruel enough against a man they hated, but because 
of what he himself did, not because of his kind. Once when 
Ezra was a boy he had seen a man from Portugal torn in 
pieces by angry people on the street, because he laid his hands 
on a young girl who had come with her father to the city to 
sell cabbages from their farm. Ezra had run out to see the 
sight, but all that was left of the man was his head, wrenched 
from his neck. The rest of him was mangled meat. The head 
was plain enough, a big thing with matted curly black hair 
and big black eyes still open and coarse lips once red, now 
white, set in a thick dark beard. But the man’s death had 
been his own fault, and all felt that only justice had been done. 
Had he been courteous as a stranger in their city, all would 
have welcomed him and none would have harmed him beyond 
staring at him with curiosity and perhaps with a little laughter 
at his coat of hair. 

Ezra had already sent word of his coming to Kung Chen, 
and so the Chinese merchant was ready for him. He sat in 
the great room in his counting-house, which was his place of 
business. The room was furnished with the most expensive 
goods, the floor of polished pottery tiles, the desk and tables 
and chairs of fine blackwood, carved delicately and without 
excess and inlaid with marble from Yunnan. The seats of the 
chairs were made comfortable with red satin cushions and at 
the windows there were shades made of slit bamboo woven 
wi th scarlet silk cord. Indeed, everything was shaped for 
comfort, but Ezra knew from the past that there was everything 
here, too, for business, cleverly concealed but near. 

Kung Chen rose when Ezra entered, and bowed in the most 
friendly fashion. ‘How long has it been since we met?’ he said 
kindly. ‘I sent my servant to inquire of your gateman if you 
were ill, but beyond that I did not wish to disturb you.’ 

‘I must ask your forgiveness,’ Ezra replied. 
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Each took his seat, and a door opened and a servant brought 
tea and a tray of sweetmeats of the best kinds and then he 
went away again. 

‘I hope there has not been a misfortune in your household,’ 
Kung Chen said after they had sipped tea and eaten 
cakes. 

‘No,’ Ezra said and hesitated. How could he explain to 
this urbane and good man what had been going on in his 
house? Then suddenly he decided that he would try to explain 
and see what this friend would say. Could it be that the Jews 
were wrong to all eyes except their own? Perhaps this good 
man would help him to understand why they were hated in 
so many lands, and if Jews were wrong, then why were they 
not hated here, too? 

So Ezra began in the simple brusque fashion that was the 
only way he knew to talk. ‘Now, my friend,’ he said, ‘I would 
ask you something but I do not know if I can make even you 
see what it is.’ 

‘Try me,’ Kung Chen said. 

He looked so wise, so understanding, as he sat there in his 
handsome gown of dark blue satin, his smooth Face smiling 
and his eyes content, that Ezra’s heart went out to him as to 
a brother. 

‘My father came of a strange people, Elder Brother,’ he 
said. ‘I do not understand them altogether myself. Yet in 
one part of me I do understand them. You must know our 
history, perhaps-’ 

‘Tell me,’ Kung Chen said gently. 

‘A small people, a few among many,’ Ezra said. ‘We were 
enslaved in Egypt-’ 

‘How came you to be slaves?’ Kung Chen inquired. 

‘How do I know?’ Ezra returned. ‘The tradition is that we 
made Jehovah angry—somehow.’ 

‘Jehovah?’ 

‘The God of the Jews,’ 

A veil of gentle laughter passed over Kung Chen’s face, but 
he spoke courteously and with respect. ‘This is the tribal god 
of your people?’ he suggested. 

127 



Ezra hesitated. ‘My father considered him the God of the 
Universe—the One True God . 5 

‘We have never heard of him here , 5 Kung Chen said, ‘but 
go on. Elder Brother.’ 

‘My father’s people were delivered from slavery by the hand 
of one of our leaders. He promised us—that is, God promised 
—that if we obeyed Him perfectly we might return to the land 
of our fathers.’ 

‘And did your father return?’ Kung Chen asked with 
interest. 

‘No, but some did,’ Ezra said hesitating. 

‘Then how is it that you are scattered again?’ Kung Chen 
inquired. 

‘Our people disobeyed God—mixed with the heathen and 
so on.’ Ezra found it difficult to explain all this before the 
clear, tolerant Chinese eyes. He gave up abruptly. It was 
impossible. It did not sound reasonable. 

‘But what has all this to do with you now, my friend?’ 
Kung Chen asked when Ezra was silent. 

‘I could say it has nothing to do with me,’ Ezra replied, 
‘except that Kao Lien brought evil news that now our people 
are being killed—thousands of them—across the mountains.’ 

‘What evil did your people in those lands?’ Kung Chen 
inquired. 

‘None,’ Ezra said with energy. Of this he was sure. 

‘Then why do they suffer?’ Kung Chen asked. 

‘That is what I should like to ask you,’ Ezra said. ‘Judge 
of us who are here.’ 

Kung Chen shook his head. ‘I have no answer,’ he replied. 
‘I have never heard of such a thing. I should like to inquire 
of Kao Lien'myself.’ 

This was Ezra’s opportunity. ‘I was about to invite you 
to feast with me this night,’ he said. ‘I will bring Kao Lien 
also.’ 

‘Thank you for your kindness,’ Kung Chen replied. 

'At the Stone Bridge?’ Ezra suggested. 

‘The best place,’ Kung Chen replied. 

‘When the moon rises?’ Ezra said again. 
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‘The best time,’ Kung Chen replied. ‘But do me this further 
kindness, that I be host.’ 

After some polite argument Ezra agreed, and since business 
should not be discussed before a feast, after a little more talk 
he rose and bowed and the two friends parted, promising to 
meet again in the evening. 

Each spent the day in his own fashion, but Kung Chen sent 
for some of the men in his coundng-house whom he trusted, 
and he put certain questions to them concerning the small 
colony of Jews remaining in the city from ancient times. Two 
of the men were older than he and one was a partner of his 
father’s time, long past his seventieth year and at his desk only 
because he was loath to leave it. His love of work shamed 
his children very much, but they could do nothing with him, 
and so every noon his eldest son, disapproving and silent, 
brought him here, and before sunset the son came and fetched 
him again, to show that however stubborn the father was, the 
children were filial. 

He was an old man, Yang by surname and Anwei by name, 
and Kung Chen talked with him and from him he found out 
about the Jews. 

Yang Anwei said, ‘These people from the country of the 
Jews have from time to time taken refuge in our country and 
especially here in our city because it is near the great river. 

I remember that my great-grandfather said that once or twice 
hundreds of them came together into this city and our elders 
met in the Gonfucian temple to decide whether they were to 
be allowed to stay in such numbers. So many of them, our 
elders thought, might change our ways. But some of these 
Jews spoke our language, having been here before as traders, 
and they told die elders that their people asked for nothing 
except to live here quietly and according to their laws and 
traditions. They have a god of their own, but they do not 
ask others to believe in him, and only to be allowed themselves 
to continue their own traditions and laws.’ 

‘Why did they leave their country?’ Kung Chen asked with 
lively interest. 

To this Yang Anwei replied, ‘As I can remember, and I 
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have not thought of these things for many years, it was because 
a warlike savage nation attacked them. Some of the Jews 
resisted, but others were for compromise.’ The ancient man 
paused here and shook his head. ‘I can remember no more , 1 
he said, 

‘One more question,’ Kung Chen urged. ‘Was it the 
compromisers or the resisters who came to our city?’ 

But Yang Anwei could not answer. Yet after a little while 
he said with his wrinkled smile, ‘I dare say it was the com¬ 
promisers, for see how they have settled into our people! You 
have only to look at their ruined temple. Who goes there now 
to worship on their sacred day except a handful of them?’ 

‘The Jews are being killed again in the countries west of 
the mountains,’ Kung Chen said. 

Yang Anwei’s old jaw dropped. ‘Why now?’ he asked. 

‘That is what I ask and no one can tell me,’ Kung Chen 
replied. Then he went on in a different voice, ‘None of this 
matters to me, except that I am considering allowing my 
Little Three to join the family of Ezra. If there is something 
strange in the Jewish blood, then I must ponder for a few 
moons before deciding.’ 

Old Yang Anwei heard this. ‘There is something strange in 
them,’ he declared. ‘It is not in all of them, but it is in some 
of them. Ezra himself is a man like us, and indeed he carries 
our blood in him. But there are others who are different,’ 

‘What is the difference?’ Kung Chen asked. 

The old man hesitated and then he said shrewdly, ‘If they 
worship their god they are strange; if they do not worship 
him they are like other men. In my long life in this city I 
have seen that the worship of a special god makes a special 
people.’ 

Kung Chen listened to this with the utmost silence and 
respect. There was deep wisdom in this old man, wrinkled 
and dried with age until his body was like a preserved fruit. 
But his mind was clear, and indeed he had become all mind. 

‘Then what we should do , 3 Kung Chen now declared, ‘is 
to steal them away from their god, so that they will become 
like us.’ 



Yang Anwei laughed noiseless old laughter. ‘Or else destroy 
their god,’ he retorted. 

‘How can we do that?’ Kung Chen asked. ‘This god cannot 
be seen, he is not of stone or clay, as the gods of our common 
people are. He is a subtle god who lives only in their minds.’ 

‘Then destroy the god in their minds,’ Yang Anwei said. 

The two Chinese looked at one another. 

‘It is not hard to destroy that god,’ Yang Anwei went on. 
‘Let us be kind to this Ezra, let us grant him his wishes, heap 
him with favour, help him to grow rich, remove all his fears, 
teach him to enjoy our city with all its pleasures, urge him to 
know that however they ill-treat Jews elsewhere, here there 
will never be anything but kindness for him and his people.’ 

‘What wisdom!’ Kung Chen exclaimed in admiration. ‘I 
pray you, Elder Brother, never leave our. house.’ 

‘I thank you,’ Yang Anwei replied modestly, and getting 
up he took his leave and returned to his desk, where by the 
light of a small latticed window he spent his days copying 
entries of goods into a large ledger. His characters, which he 
brushed slowly one by one, were exquisite in their perfection. 
The work demanded about one-tenth of his mind, and with 
nine-tenths he thought about everything of which he had ever 
heard in his long life. 

Kung Chen, left alone, sitting as motionless as a stone lion, 
for a long time considered what the old man had told him. 
He still wished to know why it was that Jews were killed, for 
he did not want to put his Little Three into the danger of 
becoming a widow. But even more than that, he wanted to 
know whether there were something hateful in these people, 
something that he did not see. He thought about Ezra, and 
he could not find anything in that hearty, good-natured, clever 
merchant that could be hated. Somewhat coarse, perhaps, 
not very learned, laughter too loud, but otherwise Ezra was a 
man as common as other men and as easily understood. 

But was Ezra like his people? What of his wife and son? 
What of the strange old priest, blind, and yet able, the city 
gossips said, to see with the eyes of his inner ghost? This old 
man and his evil son now lived inside the house of Ezra, and 
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what would they do to Ezra’s son? Some Jews indeed were 
strange, Yan Anwei had said. 

And then Kung Chen fell into one of his musing, perceiving 
fits of thought. How was a man called strange? A strange 
animal among other animals was feared and hated for his 
strangeness. He was a thing apart, one marked in some fashion 
different from others. Was this also true of the Jews? 

He made up his mind that before he decided to let his 
daughter marry the son of Ezra he would know what a strange 
Jew was, the old Rabbi and his children, and he would talk 
with David himself. Until then he would keep his Little Three 
safely in his own house. He would not marry her to make his 
business better. 

That evening Kung Chen, Ezra, and Kao Lien met in the 
Stone Bridge Tea-house. The moon rose over the canal, and 
though the waters were foul, the moonlight turned them pure 
and beaudful as they flowed beneath the ancient and mighty 
bridge of white marble. The tea-house was so full of guests 
that talk was impossible, and Kung Chen called the proprietor 
and asked for a separate room that overlooked the canal. 
The man said every room was full, but when Kung Chen put 
a sum of money into his hand, he went away and took guests 
out of the best room, saying that those who had ordered it 
before and had delayed coming were now here. 

So the three men found themselves alone in a small but 
cool and pleasant room just at the edge of the canal. The 
table was put before the wide-open window and they could 
look along the canal and see it winding its way among the 
overhanging houses. 

‘Will you have singing girls to amuse you?’ the proprietor 
asked. He was a fat busy man, sweating and panting, bawling 
here and there and everywhere at once. 

‘No, for we must talk of important affairs,’ Kung Chen said. 
Then seeing the proprietor’s downcast look, he remembered 
that these small pleasant rooms were used for the girls and so 
he said, ‘But you may choose three who sing well and let them 
sit in a little boat under the window and do their singing, and 
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we will pay for their food and wine to the same amount that 
we would if they were here with us.’ 

The proprietor thanked him and went away, and the waiter 
brought in the dishes that Kung Chen had ordered earlier in 
the day, first the cold small dishes and then the hot small 
dishes, and so in order to the sweet rice in the middle and 
then the meats and vegetables and hot rice at the end. 

Ezra loved this food. In his own house beneath his wife’s 
eyes he was scrupulous as to food, but when he was alone and 
free he ate whatever was praised by his host, and to-night his 
willing belly was warm and waiting. 

Kung Chen was too wise to begin the evening with serious 
talk. He talked of the food, praised or judged the flavour of 
the dishes, discussed the wine, and when the sound of girls’ 
voices, very sweet and clear, rose from beneath the window, 
he lifted his hand smiling, and the three men listened. 

Kung Chen watched the faces of his guests without seeming 
to do so. Ezra’s round face was plump and melting, his eyes 
were filled with swimming pleasure, and his full lips smiled. 
But Kao Lien’s long narrow face did not change. He sat 
straight, his tall lean figure unbending, and he ate sparingly 
of the food that Kung Chen put upon his plate. He did not 
join in the talk, and in proud acknowledgment that he was 
not quite the equal of the other two he had taken the lowest 
seat opposite the window. But upon his face the moonlight 
shone most clear, for Kung Chen had commanded the waiter 
to put the candles in a corner so that they would not spoil 
the moon. 

So through the evening; and as the courses came and went, 
skilfully Kung Chen led the talk. Each time the songs floated 
up from the canal, he fell silent and listening, and after every 
song Ezra was more open and more ready for warm friendship. 
But Kao Lien stayed always the same. 

At last, when the feast was nearly over and fresh hot wine 
had been brought, a small pewter jug for each, Kung Chen 
told the waiter that the girls should be silent for a while, but 
that at midnight they might come into the room and sing 
their last song for the sake of kindness. He gave the waiter 
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money for more wine for the singers, and then the door was 
closed and the room silent. 

Kung Chen turned at once to Kao Lien. ‘On your travels. 
Elder Brother, I hear that you met war in some parts of the 
West.’ 

Kao Lien answered readily in his soft composed voice, ‘Not 
war, only the persecution of my people.’ 

‘Can you tell me why this was so?’ Kung Chen asked. 

Kao Lien glanced at Ezra, and Ezra, warmed with good 
food and delicate wines and melted with the songs, exclaimed, 
‘Tell him anything, Brother! This good Chinese brother is 
our true friend.’ 

So Kao Lien said, ‘I cannot tell you why again and again 
through the centuries the Jews, my people, are killed. There 
is something strange about us.’ 

Something strange! These were the very words of Yang 
Anwei. 

‘Can you describe this strangeness?’ Kung Chen inquired. 

Kao Lien shook his head. ‘I am a trader and I am not a 
learned man. We are a people bemused with God.’ 

‘Can you describe this god?’ Kung Chen asked again. 

‘I sometimes wonder whether He is,’ Ezra broke in. ‘He 
cannot be seen. He cannot be heard-’ 

‘Then why do you think he exists?’ Kung Chen asked. 

‘Our old rabbis tell us so,’ Ezra said violently. 

‘Elder Brother,’ Kao Lien said in a low voice of remon- 
stration. 

By now Ezra was a little drunk. ‘Let me speak, Brother!’ 
he exclaimed. ‘This is my best friend, yes, though he is 
Chinese—ah, because he is Chinese! When I am with him 
I feel happy and I am not afraid—I tell you, a man’s wife 
can make him feel always sinful. Sin—sin—what is sin, Elder 
Brother?’ The wine had come up in Ezra’s head and his eyes 
were beginning to glaze as he turned to Kung Chen with this 
question. 

The Chinese laughed his mild, rolling laughter. ‘We do 
not have this word,’ he replied. 

Kao Lien said, ‘For us sin is to forget our God and our law.’ 

r 34 



‘Let me be as other men ! 1 Ezra cried. He began to weep. 
‘I have always wanted to be as others are,’ he babbled. 
‘When I was a little boy, they laughed at me—the other boys 
—because I was strange. I am not strange.’ 

‘Indeed you are not,’ Kung Chen said, comforting him. 
He perceived notv that talk of business would be impossible, 
and he turned to Kao Lien. ‘Let us comfort our brother. 
You see how the wine has revealed to us the trouble in his 
heart. Shall we call in the singing girls?’ 

‘Look at him,’ Kao Lien said. They looked and saw that 
Ezra, always volatile and ready to change, was now beginning 
to sleep, his head rolling on his shoulder. There was a couch 
in the room, and Kung Chen rose and Kao Lien also, and 
together they laid Ezra on the couch. There he fell fast asleep. 

‘Now,’ Kung Chen said, ‘let us talk together, you and I.’ 

‘Nothing that I say can be binding,’ Kao Lien said, some¬ 
what troubled. 

‘That is understood,’ Kung Chen said. 

Little by litde skilfully he led Kao Lien along to telling, 
until by midnight he understood exactly what Kao Lien had 
seen, how cruel was the plight of the Jews, and how in Ezra’s 
own house there was division between the Rabbi and Leah 
and Madame Ezra on the one hand and Ezra on the other. 
Between these two sides David stood undecided, and in his 
shadow was the weak and useless Aaron. 

‘Nor are these two sides unusual to our people,’ Kao Lien 
said thoughtfully. ‘Everywhere I find them, the Jew of the 
Covenant and the Jew who wishes only to be human and like 
any other man.’ 

‘What is this covenant?’ Kung Chen asked. 

‘It is the covenant that we made with God in the beginning,’ 
Kao Lien said half sadly. ‘A covenant that we would be His 
people if He would be our God.’ 

‘You believe in such superstition?’ Kung Chen asked in 
surprise. 

Kao Lien looked apologetic. ‘I believe and I do not believe,’ 
he acknowledged. ‘I was taught the law and the prophets, 
and it is difficult to forget them. I deny them often and 

135 



sometimes for years together. But I remember them, and I 
know that it is as a Jew that I shall die.’ He sighed. ‘Let us 
have in the singing girls,’ he said abruptly. ‘It is nearly 
midnight.’ 

So the girls came in, three of them, all pretty and gentle 
and trained in the art of pleasing. Ezra woke when their 
music began and he lay there, his head pillowed on his hands, 
and he listened and looked at them. When their singing was 
over the girls hesitated, not knowing whether they were 
wanted further, but Kung Chen shook his head. 

‘Nothing else,’ he said laughing. ‘We are old staid men and 
we must go home to our wives.’ 

He put money into each little palm and the girls laughed 
and went away and Ezra got up, sighing, and so they went 
each to his home. 

Kung Chen did not sleep well that night or for several 
nights to come. The end of his sleeplessness was that he 
decided that he would not give his Little Three to the House 
of Ezra and he decided to call her to him and find out how 
much it mattered to her when he told her so. 

After he had eaten his breakfast one morning, therefore, he 
sent a servant to invite her to come to him, and she sent back 
word that she would come immediately, as soon as she had 
brushed her hair. 

Hearing this, he settled himself for an hour or two, and 
towards noon she came led by Chu Ma. He knew this little 
daughter of his was pretty, but each time he did not see her 
for a while, he forgot how pretty she was. Now he gazed at 
her with such pleasure that she blushed, seeing in his eyes the 
admiration of all men, even though he was her father. 

‘My father ! 1 she called in greeting from the door. 

‘Come in, my Little Three,’ he said, and she sat down on 
a chair near him and Chu Ma stood behind her. 

He asked her his usual fatherly questions, how she did and 
what she did, and he admired her silk garments and he asked 
her whether she had read any books, and how her pet birds 
were that he had given her, and all such small questions. She 
answered in a pretty voice, shy and smiling, child and woman 
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together, and he told himself that this little creature must be 
wed only into the safest and kindest of homes. 

So he brought himself to what he wanted to say. ! My Little 
Three , 1 he began, ‘the time has come to talk of marriage for 
you. There is your younger sister, Lili, to think of, and I must 
have you betrothed first. I should have done so before, had 
I been a good father, but I dislike these early betrothals. Who 
knows what a boy will be when he grows up? So I have 
betrothed all of my daughters late, that I might see my 
sons-in-law as men. Now it is your turn.’ 

At this Kueilan turned a deep rosy pink and she took her 
handkerchief from her sleeve and put it to her face and leaned 
her head against her nurse so that he could not see her. All 
this was as she should do. 

‘Master, you put her to shame!’ Ghu Ma exclaimed. ‘These 
things are not to be mentioned before a young lady.’ 

‘I am very forward, I know,’ Kung Chen said smiling, ‘but 
I prefer to find out from my daughters themselves how they 
feel.’ 

So he went on. ‘Tell me, child, what sort of husband I 
shall find you. There is a fine young man in the house of Wei, 
just a year older than you. I hear good things of him.’ 

‘No,! Kueilan said faintly. 

‘No?’ Kung Chen asked in seeming surprise. ‘Well, then, 
I hear the youngest son of the Hu family is handsome.’ 

‘No, no ! 4 she said more strongly. 

‘This young lady is hard to please!’ Kung Chen exclaimed 
to Chu Ma. He went on somewhat gravely, ‘I hope you have 
done your duty. I hope you have not allowed her to see any 
young man.’ 

Kueilan began suddenly to sob and Chu Ma looked terrified. 

‘Ha—what is this?’ Kung Chen demanded, pretending to 
be angry. 

Chu Ma fell on her knees before him and knocked her head 
on the floor and began to babble. ‘How could I help it? The 
young man saw her here in this house. She was going to the 
temple with our lady, her mother, and she sent me to fetch 
her a handkerchief,’ 
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‘It was my fan, stupid!’ Kueilan wailed. 

‘Her fan,’" Chu Ma babbled. ‘And while I was gone the 
son of the foreigner Ezra came into the hall.’ 

‘But I didn’t stay!’ Kueilan cried. 

‘I swear to my ancestors that she did not stay,’ Chu Ma said. 

‘Get up,’ Kung Chen said very sternly to Chu Ma. She 
got up and stood wiping her eyes. ‘How much has happened?’ 
he demanded. 

‘Nothing,’ Chu Ma said. Then his eyes frightened the truth 
out of her, ‘Well, only a poem or two.’ 

He turned to his daughter. 'How dare you think of a young 
man?’ he demanded. 

Now Kueilan had a nice lively temper of her own, and it 
was her way to weep first and then be angry. So she stamped 
her foot and said, ‘I dare anything!’ 

‘I will not have you marry a foreigner,’ Kung Chen said. 

‘I will marry him!’ Kueilan cried. 

‘Oh, hush, hush,’ Chu Ma wailed. Kung Chen lit his pipe. 
‘You say that because you are angry,’ he told his daughter. 
‘But when you have considered what it means, you will not 
want to marry into that house. They are a strange people, 
not like ours. They are a sorrowful people, and they worship 
a cruel god.’ 

Kueilan pouted. ‘I am not afraid,’ she declared. 

Kung Chen did not answer his wilful child. He had found 
out what he wanted to know. 

‘I command you to obey me in this one thing,’ he said 
after a long silence. During this silence Kueilan’s anger had 
been cooled by fear and Chu Ma was frightened pale. 

‘You are to wait until I have seen for myself this young 
man,’ he told his daughter. ‘When I am ready, I will tell 
you what my will is.’ He turned to Chu Ma. ‘And you, 
woman, if you allow her to disobey me, I will send you out 
of this house and you shall not come back to it as long as 
you live.’ 

Chu Ma trembled. ‘I will stay with her day and night,’ she 
promised. And she took Kueilan’s hand and led her away. 



VI 


I N the house of Ezra the Rabbi lived in blind ecstasy. Never 
would he have acknowledged it, yet it was true that the 
quiet comfort of the house, the ample food, the space and 
stillness of the courts comforted him and gave him the 
surroundings of pleasure. 

Because he was there, Madame Ezra was careful that every 
rite of Sabbath and feast day was performed. She took care, 
too, to come in when David was with the Rabbi and inquire 
whether each rite was performed according to the Torah. For 
through so many years and generations in this heathen land 
she declared that even she had grown ignorant. Thus the 
rites of Passover and of Purim had mingled with the Chinese 
Festival of Spring, and the Feast of First Fruits with the Feast 
of the Summer Moon, and the sacred ten days of penitence 
before Yom Kippur came often at the Feast of the New Moon 
Year, so that even David escaped too easily from the penitence 
to pleasure. 

The Rabbi answered her every question with zeal and care. 
Shut off from the sight of human beings, he perceived them 
only through the mist of his own feelings and longings. Thus 
it seemed to him as day followed day that David was living 
with him in his ecstasy, walking with him near to God, as he 
expounded the meaning of the Torah. True, he felt about 
him the atmosphere of something burning and strong, the 
presence of a spirit that he himself scarcely understood. What 
could it be except the brooding spirit of the Lord? He could 
not know that the conflict that he felt in the air about him 
when he taught the Torah to David, Leah, and Aaron was 
their conflict. The Rabbi, accustomed to the blindness of his 
eyes, had other ways of perception. Thus he knew that when 
these three were not near him, the room in which he sat was 
empty with peace, but when they came in, whether quietly 
or with laughter, peace was gone. 

He told himself that of Jehovah and His words he did not 
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expect peace. ‘Before Jehovah our God there can be neither 
slumber nor sleep/ he told David. ‘We are a restless people, 
O my son! It is our destiny to keep the world restless until 
all know who is Jehovah, the One True God. We are sojourners, 
transient between earth and heaven.’ He paused and then 
lifted his head high and held up his clenched hands above his 
head. ‘Hear, O Israel! The Lord our God, the Lord is One!’ 

The sonorous familiar words of the Shema, rolling from the 
lips of the blind old man, haunted David’s soul. He himself 
was often divided between heaven and earth, and his soul 
was rent in two. It was impossible to answer the Rabbi. Fie 
could only listen, and listening receive into himself the mean¬ 
ing of the faith of his people. He was beginning to understand 
it now. What his mother expressed in her own practical way 
in her careful observance of feast days and worship days, in 
rites and rituals, in her refusal to accept the Chinese name of 
Chao even in this community where nearly all the Jews were 
known also by Chinese names—all this was the outward 
manifestation of the burning spirit of the Rabbi. These two 
believed that their people were a special people, set apart by 
God, to fulfil a destiny in the world. To their people, his 
mother and the Rabbi believed, God had entrusted a mission, 
the sacred mission of persecuting the souls of human beings 
until they turned to God. 

Now the conflict among the three, David, Leah, and Aaron, 
came about thus. As the Rabbi perceived that David grew 
in understanding, unwittingly he put aside Aaron, his own 
son. At first he had asked each morning if Aaron were in the 
room, but now he asked no more. When David entered he 
turned only to him, and he put out his hands, restless and 
trembling, undl he felt for himself the clasp of David’s hands 
and until he felt his head and cheeks and brow. He must 
always have David sit near enough for him to touch. Aaron 
grew sullen as he perceived himself forgotten, and since he 
dared not complain to his father, he vented Iris temper on 
Leah. 

‘You are plotting against me/ he declared when they were 
alone. ‘It is your plan to put up David as the rabbi instead 
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of me, when our father dies, and he will be the head of our 
people. But you will be the true head, for you will rule David 
as that old she-Ezra rules Ezra.’ 

Leah was so soft at heart, so purely good, that she could 
not answer this wickedness from her brother. When even as 
their father taught them the Torah Aaron silently mouthed 
his charges at her, her great eyes filled with tears, and still 
she did not speak. Aaron took care, or thought he did, to 
hide his persecution, but David was too shrewd not to see it. 
He loathed Aaron and paid no more heed to him than he 
would to a cur in the house. When Aaron came fawning on 
him and wheedling to go with him among his friends and share 
his pleasures, David pretended not to hear him or know his 
meaning, Aaron shrank back rebuffed, and with all the 
strength of his human nature he hated David for his pride 
and for the air of freedom in which David walked. 

When David saw, now, that Aaron was oppressing his sister 
in some secret way, he stopped Leah one morning as they met 
near the threshold, and he said, ‘When Aaron makes his silly 
faces at you, why do you weep?’ 

‘Because I know what he is thinking,’ Leah replied. 

They stood in the sunlight, and David saw how smooth 
was her rich-coloured skin, and how her dark hair gleamed. 
Lie had never renewed the signs of love since the day in the 
peach garden, for his soul had been more confused every day 
since. Her warm and loving eyes now upon him increased 
his confusion, and he could only stammer, ‘What is Aaron 
thinking?’ 

‘I am ashamed to tell you , 1 Leah said honestly. 

Now had David been clear in his soul he would have 
demanded her meaning, but he was afraid to press her lest 
she tell him that Aaron was teasing her about love. 

‘Aaron is a fool,’ he said abruptly. 

At this moment Aaron lounged through the gate, and David 
went in, and Leah followed. 

Even Leah the Rabbi forgot. Every morning she came in 
quiedy, and if the Rabbi did not hear her she gave greeting 
to him, and he answered as if he scarcely heard. Indeed, the 
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Rabbi thought only of David. He spent the hours of the night 
in prayer and he woke from brief sleep feverish with eagerness. 
He told himself that he could not sleep until David declared 
himself for the Lord. He longed and yet he did not dare put 
to David the direct question. Yet after the two and three 
hours of expounding the Torah the question hung on his very 
beard: ‘David, will you be rabbi after me? Hear the word of 
the Lord, O my son David!’ He could hear himself bidding 
his own son and daughter leave him in order that he might 
speak to David, and yet he determined that he would not speak 
until he heard the command of God ringing in his ears. 

There came a day in late summer when it seemed to the 
Rabbi that until this command came he could not go on. It 
was in the eighth month, the month of storms, and the morning 
was still and hot. The air was heavy and it weighed upon 
the blind man with the wet heaviness of a fog. He was 
exceedingly restless. His old bones quivered and his blood 
ran through his veins with such speed that he felt giddy. 

David came early that morning and alone. Leah had sent 
word that she was ill and Aaron sent no message, but he did 
not come. The Rabbi, alone with David, felt his heart 
tremble. Was not this the day? He began to expound the 
book with care and tenderness, pressing near the young man 
in his zeal. David too was restless with the heat, and he could 
not bear the smell of age and decay that clung to the old man. 
As the lesson went on the Rabbi heard him rise and move 
about and sigh, and he grew frightened. Why did the Lord 
not speak? He lifted his head to listen, but the very air was 
silent. In his fear he made a mighty effort for calm. 

‘My son,’ the Rabbi said, when he felt David did not hear 
him, ‘let us go into the house of the Lord. The day is strangely 
hot, but in the shadows of the synagogue the air will be cool.’ 

‘As you wish, Father , 5 David replied. 

‘Let me put my hand upon your arm,’ the Rabbi said. 
‘We will go on foot.’ 

The synagogue was not far. The houses of the Jews were 
clustered about it, and they had only to walk along a few 
streets to come to the narrow one that the Chinese called the 
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Street of the Plucked Sinew. The path was familiar enough 
to David, and so was the synagogue, and yet he felt strangely 
that this was the first time he had ever entered it. Until now 
it had been a temple that he had often entered reluctantly, 
torn from play at the command of his mother. Now he came 
of his own free will—yes, it was his will to-day to meet God 
face to face. He had been putting off decision, but it must 
be no longer delayed. Slowly he paced his step to match the 
long slow step of the Rabbi. If he felt to-day the call of 
Jehovah, choosing him, commanding him to restore the 
remnant of his people, he would answer firmly yea or nay, 
out of what his heart said when he heard the Voice. 

‘You have put on your cap?’ the Rabbi murmured. 

‘Yes,’ David replied. ‘I put it on when I come to you each 
morning.’ 

‘I know,’ the Rabbi said. ‘Why did I ask? You are faithful 
to the commands of the Lord.’ 

Nevertheless he reached up his hand and touched the blue 
cap on David’s head. 

‘You doubt me?’ David asked, smiling. 

‘No, no,’ the Rabbi said quickly. 

They entered now the gate to the outer courts of the syn¬ 
agogue. When the Rabbi came here alone, he went at once 
into the inner courts at the back of the compound, near which 
his own small house stood, but to-day he wanted to lead David 
through the wide front gate, which was opened to them by 
an old man who belonged to the Jewish clan of Ai. The gate 
faced the east, and immediately inside was a great and beauti¬ 
ful archway. Beyond it was still another gateway and beyond 
this another archway. On either side stood two stone tablets, 
each upon a stone base carved in lotus leaves, and upon the 
tablets were cut in ancient letters the story of the Jews and 
how they had been driven from their land. Beyond the tablet 
was the immense platform upon which the great tent was 
raised at the Feast of Tabernacles, and still beyond was the 
Ark Bethel in the most sacred and inner part of the synagogue. 

All of this David knew, and yet this day he looked with 
eyes that saw for the first time the meaning of this place, set 
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for a palace’of God in the crowded heathen city and its many 
temples to other gods. The air was cooler here than elsewhere, 
and he felt it cool upon his flesh. Olive-trees lined the courts, 
and the silence was sweet. The place was empty of man, but 
it was filled with the high spirit of Heaven. Upon a tablet 
over the main arch were carved these words, ‘The Temple of 
Purity and Peace 5 . Such indeed it was. 

So they went slowly step by step, the Rabbi murmuring the 
Scriptures until David paused before a great stone tablet. 

‘How is it that the letters I see carved upon many of these 
stone tablets are Chinese letters and not Plebrew? 5 David 
asked suddenly. 

The Rabbi sighed. ‘Alas, our people have forgotten the 
language of our fathers! When I die, there will not be one 
left who can read the word of the Lord. 5 

Pie paused, waiting for David to speak, to offer himself. 
The Rabbi had hoped each day that David would ask to learn 
the Hebrew language, but he had not asked and he did 
not now. 

‘Yet the story of our people is very plain upon this stone, 5 
David said instead. And he began to read aloud the Chinese 
letters: 

‘Abraham, the patriarch who founded the religion of 
Israel, was of the nineteenth generation from P’anku Adam.’ 

‘You see, 5 the Rabbi broke in. ‘P’anku is the Chinese first 
man. Yet even those who carved these tablets put his name 
with Adam. 5 

David smiled and read on: 

‘From the creation of Heaven and earth the patriarchs 
handed down the tradition that they received. They made 
no image, flattered no spirits and ghosts, and believed in 
no superstitions. Instead they believed that spirits and 
ghosts cannot help men, that idols cannot protect them, and 
that superstitions are useless. So Abraham meditated only 
upon Heaven. 5 

David’s strong young voice fell silent. But to meditate upon 

144 



Heaven was what his Chinese tutor also taught him! For some 
weeks now he had not gone to the Confucian, but the last time 
he had gone was on the midsummer feast night. The sky had 
been full of stars, and the old man had lifted his face to them. 

‘We can meditate upon Heaven , 5 he had murmured, ‘but 
we cannot know it.’ 

‘The synagogue has twice been swept away by flood from 
the Yellow River , 5 the old Rabbi said, not knowing David’s 
thoughts. ‘Yet these great stones have been preserved. Our 
God does not allow the name of His people to perish . 5 

They walked on slowly. The sky had darkened, and looking 
up, David saw hovering above the walls black clouds edged 
with silver. 

‘It will rain and then the air will be cooler everywhere , 5 
he answered. 

The Rabbi paid no heed. ‘Come with me into the Holy 
of Holies , 5 he said with solemn excitement. ‘I want to put 
the Torah into your hands, my son . 5 

They stepped over the high threshold and into the dim 
innermost chamber of the synagogue, and crossing the smooth 
tiles of the floors, they went towards the Ark. Before it stood 
a table, and above it was an archway, made in three parts, 
upon which was written: 

Blessed be the Lord, 

The God of Gods, the Lord of Lords, 

The Great, the Mighty and Terrible God. 

These words the R.abbi spoke aloud in a deep voice, and 
suddenly, like an echo from heaven, thunder rolled through 
the synagogue. The Rabbi stood still, lifting his face until his 
beard was thrust high. Then in the silence after the thunder 
he parted the curtains, and David saw the cases that held the 
Torah. They were gilt-lacquered, and the hinges were gilded, 
and there was a flame-shaped knob on each cove’r. 

‘These are the sacred books of Moses , 5 the Rabbi said in 
his grave voice, ‘and there are twelve, one for each of the 
tribes of our people, and the thirteenth is for Moses . 5 

So saying, he opened the thirteenth box, which like the 
others was in the shape of a long cylinder, and he set it upon 

H5 



a high carved chair, which was the Chair of Moses. Then he 
opened the cylinder and he took out the book. 

'Put out your hands , 1 he commanded David. 

David put them out and the Rabbi placed upon them the 
ancient book, shaped like a roll of thick paper. 

‘Open it,’ he commanded, and David opened it. 

‘Can you read it?’ the Rabbi asked. 

‘No,’ David said. ‘You know the letters are Hebrew.’ 

‘I will teach them to you,’ the Rabbi declared. ‘To you, 
my true son, I will teach the mysteries of the tongue in which 
God gave the law to Moses, our ancestor, who carried the 
Jaw down from the mountain to our people, who waited in 
the valley.’ 

The thunder was rolling again around the synagogue and 
the Rabbi bowed his head. When there was silence he spoke 
on. ‘It is you who will speak to our people in the words of 
the law, a second Moses, O my son.’ 

Then lifting his head and raising his hands high above it, 
the Rabbi cried out words that were used by the people when 
they worshipped in the synagogue. 

‘Hear ye, O Israel! The Lord our God, the Lord is One!’ 

His great voice drew out the solemn word One into a long 
wail, and again the thunder roared. 

Who can say how this thunder, echoing the Rabbi’s voice, 
might have sealed the soul of David, the son of Ezra? But 
even as his soul trembled, even as he waited for the still small 
voice of God to come out of the storm, his eyes fell upon an 
inscription cawed into a little tablet. There were many such 
inscriptions set into tablets, the gifts of Jews who had wished 
through hundreds of years to leave something of themselves 
in the synagogue. This tablet was less than any other, a dusty 
bit of marble without ornament. But upon its face a Jew, 
now forgotten and dead, had put this part of himself into 
these words that now fell under David’s eyes: 

‘Worship is to honour Heaven, and righteousness is to 

follow the ancestors. But the human rnind has always 

existed before worship and righteousness.’ 
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The wickedness in these last words shook the soul of David 
as though he had heard laughter in this sacred place. Some 
old Jew whose blood was mixed too strongly with ribald 
Chinese blood had written those words and had commanded 
them to be carved upon stone and set even into the synagogue! 
David laughed aloud, and he was not able to keep back his 
laughter. 

The Rabbi heard it and was shocked. ‘Why do you laugh?’ 
he demanded, and his voice was very sharp. 

‘Father,’ David said honesdy. ‘I see something that makes 
me laugh.’ 

‘Give me back the Torah!’ the Rabbi said angrily. 

‘Forgive me,’ David said. 

‘May the Lord forgive you!’ the Rabbi retorted. He took 
the Torah from David’s hand and fastened it into the case 
and put it into its place in the Ark. He felt confused and 
wounded. All his ecstasy was stopped, giddiness seized him, 
and he leaned upon the chair. 

‘Leave me,’ he said shortly to David. ‘I will pray for a while.’ 

‘Shall I not wait for you?’ David asked, ashamed but still 
smiling. 

‘I will find the way alone,’ the Rabbi said, and so stern 
was his voice and look that David left him. 

A clear cool wind swept through the synagogue as David 
walked away, and he breathed it in. He was dazed by the 
sudden change in the air, in himself, and he scarcely knew 
what had happened. The human mind has always existed before 
worship and righteousness —the human mind, his mind! He stood 
at the gate of the synagogue, at the top of the steps, and his 
spirit, held taut and high for so many days, was suddenly 
loosed like a stone from a sling. The storm had passed over 
the city and the air was cool and bright, the sun was shining 
down on the wet roofs and upon the wet stones of the streets, 
and the people looked gay and cheerful and busy. 

At this moment as the sun poured into the streets after the 
storm he chanced to see Rung Chen. The merchant had been 
held in the tea-shop by the rain beyond his usual hour for 
drinking his mid-morning tea, and now he was choosing his 
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path over the wet cobblestones towards his counting-house. 
He was his usual calm and satisfied self, and in the new cool 
air his summer robe of cream-coloured silk was bright and his 
black silk shoes were spotless. In the collar of his robe he 
carried his folded black fan, and his dark hair was combed 
smoothly back from his shaven forehead and braided in a 
queue with a black silk tasselled cord. A handsomer man of 
his age could not have been found in the city, or one more 
pleasant to look upon. His all-seeing eyes fell upon David and 
he paused to call his name. 

‘How is my elder brother, your father ? 5 Kung Chen 
inquired. 

‘Sir, I have not seen my father this morning , 5 David replied. 
He ran down die steps, drawn to Kung Chen as inevitably as 
a child is drawn to a smiling and cheerful adult. Indeed, it 
was comforting to allow himself to feel young and even childish 
before diis powerful and yet kindly man. In these days when 
he had been so closely with the Rabbi he had been stretched 
and lifted beyond himself. 

‘Have you been worshipping your god ? 5 Kung Chen asked 
in the same voice that he might have used in asking if David 
had been to a theatre. 

‘The Rabbi has been teaching me , 5 David replied. 

Kung Chen hesitated. Then he said in a voice of curiosity, 
‘I have always wanted to see inside your temple, but I suppose 
it would not be allowed . 5 

‘Why not ? 5 David replied. ‘If it is your wish, please come 
in now . 5 

He had no desire to return to the synagogue, and yet he 
was glad of a reason to stay with Kung Chen, and so half 
proudly he led the way up the steps again, and the old 
gateman, looking doubtful, opened the wide doors and let 
them pass in. 

How different did the synagogue now look! The sun was 
pouring down upon it out of a bright sky, and Kung Chen 
did not feel fear or reverence but only courtesy. He looked 
at everything with lively eyes and he read the inscriptions in 
a loud cheerful voice, approving all. 
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Thus he read aloud from the vertical tablets such lines as 
these: 

‘Acknowledging Heaven, Earth, Prince, Parent, and 
Teacher, you are not far from the correct road of Reason 
and Virtue.’ 

‘When looking up in contemplation of what Heaven has 
created, I dare not withhold my reverence and my awe.’ 

‘When looking down, in worship of our ever-living Lord, 
I ought to be pure in mind and body.’ 

These sayings were hung on the pillars of the central door 
of the Front Great Hall, and Kung Chen admired them very 
much. He turned to David and said with surprise and 
pleasure, ‘Why, young sir, your people and mine believe in 
the same doctrines! What is there different between us?’ 

And before David could answer he read aloud another that 
said this: 

‘From the time of Abram, when our faith was established, 
and ever after, we the Jews of China have spread the 
knowledge of God and in return we have received the 
knowledge of Confucius and Buddha and Tao . 5 

Kung Chen wagged his big smooth head in approval, and 
so he went from one tablet to another, increasing his approval 
of each. But the one that he liked best was one that said: 

‘Before the Great Void, we burn the fragrant incense, 
entirely forgetting its name or form.’ 

Side by side David and the great Chinese walked through 
the synagogue, and the heart of each pondered its own desires. 
Kung Chen said to himself that he need not fear to give his 
daughter to a house where the wisdom was so nearly that of 
the Sages, and David felt that the weight that had descended 
upon him in the days since Kao Lien came back from the 
West was somehow gone. The very presence of Kung Chen 
was cheering and enlightening, and the bands about David’s 
spirit loosened. Surely this good man could not be altogether 
wrong, and perhaps the Rabbi was not altogether right. Small 
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glints of hope and comfort began to creep into the crevices of 
David’s being, and after these many days without pleasure 
he longed for it again. He longed suddenly to go out into 
the sunlit streets, where the dust was laid by the rain, and 
wander about in his old idle fashion. He felt as if he had been 
away on a journey into a dark land and that he was home 
again. And he knew that it was Kung Chen who made him 
feel so, this ample, slow-moving, kindly figure at his side. 

Now as they walked, Kung Chen admired all he saw, stone 
monuments and memorial archways, the big lotus-shaped 
stone bowls placed in the courtyards, the bathing house, and 
the slaughter-house. Of these last two he inquired of David, 
wondering that in a temple these should be found. When he 
heard that the Jews believed the body must be clean before 
the rites were observed, he nodded his head, approving, but 
he wondered when David said that their faith demanded that 
the sinews be plucked from an animal killed lor sacrifice, and 
he asked why this was. When he heard the story of one called 
Jacob who wrestled with an angel, he smiled his unbelieving 
smile. ‘For myself,’ he said, ‘I am inclined against taking life 
even for worship.’ Then he laughed aloud. ‘So I say, and 
yet when a dainty dish of pork is set before me, I eat it as 
eagerly as the next man does! We are all human.’ 

By this time David was beginning to be troubled lest the 
Rabbi had not left the inner chamber. What if he were there, 
and what if he were angry that David returned bringing a 
Chinese with him? He walked slowly and delayed at every 
possible place, but he was compelled at last to come to the 
door of the Holy of Holies, and there indeed he saw the Rabbi 
before the Ark, in prayer. To his shame he was glad for this . 
moment that the old man was blind, so that if he lifted his 
head he could not see. Kung Chen stopped on the threshold 
and looked at David. 

‘The old teacher!’ he whispered. 

‘He is praying,’ David whispered back. 

They were about to withdraw, but the Rabbi lifted his 
head. His hearing was very acute and he had heard both 
footsteps and whispering voices. 
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‘David, my son,’ he called in a loud voice, ‘you have come 
back!’ 

The Rabbi had regretted his anger and lie had stood before 
the Lord, praying that David come, and he thought now that 
his prayer was answered. He went towards the door, his 
hands outstretched. David would have drawn back, but 
Kung Chen’s ready mercy overflowed and he stepped 
forward. 

‘Old Teacher, please be careful,’ he said. 

The Rabbi stopped and his hands dropped. ‘Who is here?’ 
he demanded. 

Kung Chen felt no wrong, and so he answered at once. 
‘It is I, Kung Chen the merchant. I saw my friend Ezra’s 
son at the gate, and being curious, I asked him to bring me 
inside your temple.’ 

At this the Rabbi was suddenly overcome with rage. He 
cried out to David, ‘How is it that you bring a stranger into 
this place?’ 

Kung Chen might have let this go as the superstition of an 
old priest, but he felt it only just to defend David, and so he 
said in an amiable voice, ‘Calm yourself, Old Teacher. It 
was not he who asked me to come. Blame me.’ 

‘You are a son of Adam,’ the Rabbi said with sternness, 
‘but he is a son of God. The blame is on him.’ 

Kung Chen was much surprised. ‘I am no son of Adam,’ 
he declared. ‘Indeed, there is no such name among my 
ancestors.’ 

‘The heathen people are all the sons of Adam,’ the old 
Rabbi declared. 

Now Kung Chen felt his own wrath rising. ‘I do not wish 
to be called the son of a man of whom I have never heard,’ 
he declared. His voice was mild, for he would have considered 
it beneath him as a superior man to show his anger, especially 
to an old man. But it boiled in him, and he had much trouble 
to hide it as he went on. ‘Moreover, I do not like to hear any 
man call only himself and his people the sons of God. Let it 
be that you are the sons of your god if you please, but there 
are many gods.’ 
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‘There is only one true God, and Jehovah is His name,’ 
the Rabbi declared, trembling all over as he spoke. 

‘So the followers of Mohammed in our city declare,’ Kung 
Chen said gravely, ‘but they call his name Allah. Is he the 
same as your Jehovah?’ 

‘There is no god beside our God,’ the Rabbi said in a loud 
high voice. ‘He is the One True God!’ 

Kung Chen stared at him. Then he turned to David. ‘This 
old teacher is mad , 5 he observed. ‘We must pity him. So it 
often happens when men think too much about gods and 
fairies and ghosts and all such imaginary beings. Beyond this 
earth we cannot know.’ 

But the Rabbi would not have his pity. ‘Beyond this earth 
we can know ! 5 he cried in a loud firm voice. ‘It is for this 
that God has chosen my people, that we may eternally remind 
mankind of Him, Who alone rules. We are gadfly to man’s 
soul. We may not rest until mankind believes in the true 
God . 5 

All the anger faded from Kung Chen’s heart and he said 
in the kindest voice, ‘God—if there is a God—would not 
choose one man above another or one people above another. 
Under Heaven we are all one family.’ 

When the Rabbi heard this he could not bear it. He lifted 
up his head and he prayed thus to his God: ‘O God, hear the 
blasphemy of this heathen man!’ 

David had stood with bent head and clasped hands while 
the two elders argued, and he said nothing. His soul hung 
between these two men. 

Now Kung Chen turned to him. ‘Let the Old Teacher 
pray thus, if it eases him. I believe in no gods and so none 
can hurt me or mine. ... I bid you both farewell.’ 

He moved with great dignity to the door and then eastward 
towards the gate. David was torn between pity and shame, 
and he ran after Kung Chen and caught him at the gate. 

‘I beg your forgiveness,’ he said. 

Kung Chen turned his benign face to the young man. 
There was no trace of anger left in him. He spoke very 
gravely, ‘I feel no wrong and so there is no need to forgive. 
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Yet for your sake I will say something. None on eat people 
love those who declare that they alone are the sons of <3?tom. 

With these words Kung Chen went his way. David he 
tated on the threshold, and the words burned themselves into’ 
his brain. He could not to save himself return to the Rabbi. 
Yet the desire for careless pleasure was gone from him, too. 
The weight of his people fell on him again with the heaviness 
of all the ages. 

He felt a sob come into his throat, and turning back into 
the synagogue he hid himself inside an archway and wept 
most bitterly. 

On that sultry summer morning Peony saw David go away 
with the Rabbi, and she ran to peer through a window and 
see if Leah was with them. But Leah sat working upon her 
embroidery, and so Peony went away again unseen. Late in 
the day David came home again, and she went to him to ask if 
he wished anything, but he sent her away, wanting to be 
alone. 

Everybody in this house wants to be alone, she thought 
half angrily. She felt a strange impatience fall upon her. 
Since she had given him the poem, David had said no more 
to her. He had not sent for her once, nor had he written any 
poem. All that Peony knew was this: The poem he thought 
Kueilan had written was in the drawer of his desk. Each day 
when he was gone, she opened the drawer and saw it there, 
under a jade paperweight. She could only wait until the day 
was over, , 

Now Peony had clever skill in her fingers to smooth away 
an ache in heart or muscle. Wang Ma had taught her this, 
and she taught her the centres of pain in the body and the 
long lines of nerves and veins. Sometimes Peony smoothed 
out a pain for Madame Ezra and sometimes for David. To 
her surprise Ezra, on this hot day, although the storm had 
cooled the air, sent for her to press his temples and soothe his 
feet. Never before had she known this stout hearty master of 
hers to have pain anywhere. But this night when she entered 
his room he sat in his chair, and when she stepped behind 
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him to begin her work she felt the fullness of blood in his 
temples and the hard knot of pain at the base of his skull. 

‘Your spirit is distressed, Master,’ she murmured. She could 
discern the kinds of pain there were in a human body, some 
the pains of flesh and some the pains of spirit and still others 
those of the mind. 

‘I am distressed,’ Ezra answered. He leaned his head back 
and closed his eyes and allowed her to do her work. 

She did not speak again, nor for a while did he, and she 
stroked the nerves and pressed the veins in his head and 
persuaded the blood to recede. 

Then he said suddenly, ‘What soft power there is in your 
hands! Who taught you this wisdom?’ 

‘Wang Ma taught me some, but some I know of myself , 5 
she replied. 

‘blow do you know ? 5 he asked. His eyes were still closed, 
but his lips smiled slightly. 

‘I am sometimes sorrowful, too , 5 she said in her cheerful 
little voice. 

‘Now, now , 5 he said playfully. ‘You, here in this house 
where we all are kind to you ? 5 

‘You are kind,’ she said, ‘but well I know I do not belong 
in this house, I am not born here, nor am I of your blood . 5 

‘But I bought you, Peony,’ Ezra said gently. 

‘Yes, you paid money for me , 5 she answered, ‘but that does 
not make me yours. A human creature cannot be bought 
whole . 5 

He seemed to muse on this while she stroked the strong 
muscles of his neck. Then stooping she took off his shoes and 
began to heal his feet. He sat up refreshed while she did this 
and he said, ‘Yet you are like my own daughter. See, if I did 
what was right, I would not let you heal my feet. Your people 
rvould think it strange. But in the country of my people a 
daughter may do what you do. Yes, and in India too. When 
I once went with the caravan through India, I saw this healing 
for the feet . 5 

‘The feet bear the burden of the body, the head the burden 
of the mind, and the heart the burden of the spirit,’ Peony 
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answered sweetly. ‘And it does not matter what my people 
say. What would they say? Only that it is a foreign custom. 
You know how kind my people are. They allow all.’ 

‘I know,’ Ezra said. ‘They are the kindest people in the 
world, and to us the best.’ 

He sighed so deeply that Peony knew his thoughts. Never¬ 
theless, she asked, ‘Why do you sigh, Master?’ 

‘Because I do not know what is right,’ Ezra replied. 

She laughed softly at this. ‘You are always talking of right 
and wrong,’ she said. Now she was pressing the soles of his 
feet. They were hard and broad, but supple. She went on 
in her cheerful way. ‘Yet what is right except that which 
makes happiness and what is wrong except that which makes 
sorrow?’ 

‘You speak so because you are not confused between Heaven 
and earth,’ he said. 

‘I know I belong to earth,’ she said simply. 

‘Ah, but we belong to Heaven,’ he rejoined. 

Now she had finished her task and she put his shoes on his 
feet again. ‘You and I speak of Heaven and earth,’ she said, 
‘but we are thinking of something else.’ 

‘Of what?’ he asked. But he knew. 

She sat back on her heels and looked up at him. ‘We are 
thinking of David,’ she said softly. 

‘You think of him, too,’ Ezra said. 

‘I am always thinking ofhim,’ Peony replied. Then kneeling 
and looking at him she decided that she would tell him every¬ 
thing. ‘I know that it is foolish of me. Master, but I love him,’ 
she said simply. 

‘Of course you love him,’ Ezra said, in his usual hearty 
voice. ‘You have grown up as brother and sister.’ 

‘Yes, but we are not brother and sister,’ she said. ‘It is not 
thus that I love him.’ 

Ezra looked uncomfortable indeed. Had he taken thought 
he must have known that a young, soft, pretty girl could not 
live and serve David without love. He remembered his own 
youth, when he had felt a fancy for Wang Ma. It made him 
blush to think of it now, for so long had she been no more 
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than a serving woman. But he could remember very well 
himself about sixteen and she the same age, when she had 
been beautiful enough to make him tell his father that he 
would have no other woman. Flower of Jade had been her 
name. Flower of Jade! When he remembered this name 
something long dead stirred again. She had been prettier than 
Peony, her skin more fair, her frame taller, her nose straighter, 
and her lips more delicate. 

His father had roared with laughter. ‘But the girl is a bond¬ 
maid!’ he had shouted. ‘My son cannot marry a servant ! 5 

‘She will not be a servant if I make her my wife,’ young 
Ezra had said hotly. 

His father had suddenly stopped laughing. ‘Do not be a 
fool,’ he had commanded his son. ‘What you do with a bond¬ 
maid is not my business if I do not hear of it. But your wife 
will be Naomi, the daughter of Judah ben Isaac.’ 

He had been startled. Naomi was known then among the 
young men of their community as the most beautiful Jewess 
in the city. He had been susceptible enough, vain enough, to 
imagine the envy of Ills friends when he told them. And Judah 
ben Isaac belonged to a family so rich that its wealth had 
rebuilt the synagogue after the flood in the last century. True, 
they had taken a Chinese surname, Shih. But Judah said it 
was only for business. 

Ezra said to Peony, still on her knees and looking up at him, 
‘Keep your love to yourself, my child, let there be no confusion 
in the house. One thing at a time, I pray.’ 

Thus in his own way he repeated what his father had said 
in his youth. To Peony it would have been folly to use the 
word ‘concubine’, for Madame Ezra would never allow her 
son a concubine. But Peony understood all his meaning and 
she remained as still as a small image, looking at him with her 
clear eyes, which could be so gay and which now were sad. 

‘David will be very unhappy if he marries Leah,’ she said 
in a small voice. 

Ezra shrugged his heavy shoulders and spread out his hands. 
‘You will bring on my headache again,’ he complained. ‘Go 
away, good child, and leave me alone.’ 
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She saw that he would say no more. Although he would 
be always generous and indulgent as a master, he would refuse 
to remember that she was more than a bondmaid, a pretty 
comfort in his house. Her heart grew hard in her. She rose 
and bowed and was about to go, when Ezra’s kind heart smote 
him. He lifted his hand. ‘Stay, child. I have a little gift the 
caravan brought for you. The house has been in such turmoil 
that I have forgotten to give it to you. Open that box and 
see what is in it.’ 

He nodded towards a lacquered box on the table and Peony 
went to it and lifted the lid of the box. Within it lay a gold 
comb. 

‘For me?’ she asked, opening her eyes prettily. 

‘For you,’ Ezra said, smiling. ‘Put it in your hair.’ 

‘Without the mirror?’ Peony exclaimed, pretending todismay. 

Ezra laughed. ‘Well, well, take it and be happy.’ 

‘Thank you, Old Master,’ Peony said. ‘Thank you many 
times.’ 

‘There, do not thank me,’ Ezra replied, but she saw he was 
comforted. He loved to give gifts and he wanted every one 
happy. It pleased him to see Peony’s smiles, and she took care 
to show delight. It was a pretty' comb indeed, and well she 
liked every pretty thing. But she was no longer a child, and 
a toy could not content her. She went away and her heart 
continued hard. 

After she had gone Ezra sat in most uncomfortable thought. 
He sighed many times, heavily and restlessly. He had already 
been so foolish as to make one or two meaningful jests with 
Kung Chen about his third daughter and David. Without 
being so discourteous as to mention her name he had said, 
‘Your house and my house, eh, Elder Brother? WTat is a 
business contract compared to children and grandchildren 
growing from double roots?’ 

Kung Chen had smiled and had nodded his head without 
speaking. Now everything was confused, Ezra told himself. 
He often wondered why, when he was a man inclined only 
towards happiness for every one, including himself, he should 
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be so often in circumstances that could not bring happiness 
for any one, least of all for himself. Thus he found it very 
uncomfortable to have the Rabbi living in his house—a good 
man, of course, but thinking of nothing except the old ways 
of the Torah. The Torah was a rabbi’s business, but it brought 
confusion into a house. Nobody could be comfortable if he 
was always being reminded of the past. Thus even he, here 
in his own house, was uncomfortable when he met the blind 
old man feeling his way along the corridors. He wanted to 
escape him, and if he met the Rabbi alone, he descended to 
standing still and not speaking, thus taking advantage of the 
old man's blindness. 

Then Ezra thought of Leah for a while. She was more 
beautiful and more modest than his Naomi had been. He 
scarcely ever spoke to Leah, but sometimes in the evening she 
was in the peach-tree garden. He saw her pacing back and 
forth under the trees, and sometimes she put up her hand and 
plucked a fruit. The peaches were fine this year. She did not 
announce herself by her very presence as Naomi had done 
even as a young girl. Perhaps David could be happy with her. 
David was stronger than he himself had been as a young man, 
and more able to cope with headstrong women. Ezra remem¬ 
bered next that he saw very little of David lately. While the 
Rabbi had been teaching his son, he had allowed days to pass 
with no more than a greeting at mealtime. He got to his feet 
in his impetuous fashion and determined now to go to his 
son’s room, late as it was. 

Then he thought of Peony. Did David know Peony’s heart? 
In his own youth it had been different. He was the one who 
had declared his love to the father. Now it was the girl Peony 
who spoke first. It mattered even less. He went briskly on bare 
feet through the cool moonlit corridors to David’s room. 

Peony had gone straight to the peach garden. It was 
impossible to sleep after what her master had said. Was it 
decided that David was to marry Leah? Was this why David 
was sad? If the father had accepted it, then there was no one 
left to be convinced. Madame Ezra had won, 
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She felt panic at her heart. Would Leah allow her to stay 
in the house when she was the young mistress? Madame Ezra 
might rule for her lifetime but Leah would be the real queen. 
She would declare to David, and David would command his 
mother. Yes, Madame Ezra would allow her son everything 
if he yielded in her one great command upon him, that he 
marry the one she had chosen for him. 

‘Oh,’ Peony moaned softly, ‘oh, pity me, my mother.’ 

So she cried to the mother she could not remember. Then 
it came to her that this same mother had sold her, and could 
she hear, living or dead? 

I have no one but myself, Peony thought. I will cry to 
myself. So she cried sofdy to herself, half laughing, half in 
heartbreak. Help me, Peony—help your poor self! Pity 
yourself, little one—do everything you can for me. 

Then she went out into the peach-tree garden, and there 
she saw Leah sitting on a bench under the trees. She wore a 
long white gown, girdled at the waist with gold, and her dark 
unbound hair was held back with a band of gold. The moon¬ 
light shone down on her, and Peony saw in all humility that 
she had no prettiness to equal Leah’s beauty. 

‘Are you here, Lady?’ Peony said in her most childish 
voice. 

‘I cannot sleep,’ Leah replied. 

‘The moon woke me, too,’ Peony replied. She came near 
to Leah and looked through the trees at the full moon. Then 
she pointed her little forefinger. ‘See Old Chang up there in 
the moon?’ 

‘Old Chang?’ Leah repeated, looking up. 

‘He lives in the moon and he gives sweet dreams,’ Peony 
went on in the same gay voice. ‘What dreams will you ask of 
him. Lady?’ 

Leah stood tall above her, and Peony looked up to her pure 
and exquisite face with a sad pleasure. She was too generous 
a little creature to hate Leah for her beauty, but it made her 
want to cry again. 

‘Only God can grant me my dream,’ Leah said. Her voice 
was deep and soft. 
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Peony laughed. ‘Then we will see who is stronger. Old 
Chang or your god!’ 

And in mischief she dropped to her knees and bent her 
forehead to the earth and then lifted her head and she cried 
to the moon, ‘Give me my dream, Old Chang!’ 

When she rose Leah stood watching her gravely. 

‘Shall we tell each other our dreams?’ Peony inquired 
saucily. 

Leah shook her head. ‘No,’ she replied. ‘I cannot tell mine 
■—to any one. But when it is given me, I will tell you.’ 

Still they looked at one another. Peony longed to cry out, 
‘But I know your dream—it is to be David’s wife!’ 

To have this spoken between them, to tell Leah that she 
too loved David and in her fashion she would work to win 
him away, even for his own sake—ah, what an ease for her 
heart! But she kept silent. To know a thing and not to tell 
it was to make it a weapon. 

‘Good night. Lady,’ she said after a moment. 

‘Good night,’ Leah replied. 

They parted, and looking back from the door, Peony saw 
Leah pacing to and fro under the peach-trees. 

Now when David had left the synagogue that morning 
without the Rabbi, he had wept for a few minutes. Then he 
looked about. No one was near and no one had seen him 
weeping. The brief yielding had done him good. He was still 
sad, but he felt relieved. He was committed to no new thing 
—God had not spoken to him. He was as he had been. He 
was himself and this seemed good to him. He wanted to see 
neither the Chinese nor the Rabbi, but only to be alone, and 
he folded his cap and thrust it inside the bosom of his robe, 
and alone he went into the streets and wandered about, seeing 
everything and caring for nothing, and yet aware that his 
soul was being slowly restored. Thus he went to the court of 
the Confucian temple, where every strange and curious sight 
was to be found, the magicians and the jugglers and the 
dancing bears and the talking blackbirds; but all these things, 
which usually gave him joy, now gave him none. He looked 
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and he did not laugh. He saw delicate food hot in the vendors’ 
stalls and he bought and tasted and was not hungry and gave 
what he had bought to beggars. He wanted no friends and 
he was lonely. Yet in this quiet sadness and loneliness he felt 
healing. 

Thus thinking of every one he knew and not wanting to see 
any one, in the middle of the afternoon he suddenly thought 
of Kao Lien with some longing to see him and talk with him. 
Kao Lien would be at his father’s shop, but his father would 
in likelihood not be there, for it was Ezra’s habit to go early 
to the shop in the morning and leave early, whereas Kao Lien 
did not like to rise until noon, and so he stayed late. To him, 
therefore, David went. 

His father’s shop was a very large one. It opened full upon 
the street, and above the doors long silken banners waved in 
the wind. Upon these were Chinese letters announcing that 
foreign goods of all sorts were sold within, both retail and 
wholesale. When Kung Chen and Ezra made the contract 
for which Ezra hoped, then these banners would announce 
both their names. But now there was only the name, of ‘Ezra 
and Son.’ 

When David came in the clerks all knew him and bowed, 
and he asked for Kao Lien, and immediately one led him 
into the back of the shop, and there Kao Lien sat in a large 
cool room of his own, behind a high desk, brushing Chinese 
characters upon a ledger. He rose when he saw David, and 
since David had never come here alone before, he could not 
hide surprise and some fear. ‘Is your father not well?’ he 
inquired. ‘I saw him only an hour ago.’ 

‘I have not seen him to-day,’ David answered. ‘I must talk 
with you, if you please, Uncle.’ 

‘Sit down,’ Kao Lien said gravely. So they sat down and 
Kao Lien looked at David and waited in such kind silence that 
everything came out of David at once, 

‘Ever since you told me about our people being killed I 
have been wretched,’ David declared. ‘I feel I ought to do 
something—to be some sort of man that I am not. I feel I have 
no right merely to be happy here, to enjoy myself and my life.’ 
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‘You feel you should be miserable ? 5 Kao Lien inquired with 
a wry smile. 

‘I know that would be useless , 1 David said honestly. ‘But 
I think it is wrong for me to live as though our people were 
' not dying as you told us they were.’ 

‘The Rabbi has been teaching you, too , 1 Kao Lien said 
quietly, ‘and your mother has been telling you that you must 
marry Leah.’ 

‘Then you came and told us that evil news,’ David said, 
‘and it has made me feel that I must obey the Rabbi and 
my mother.’ 

‘And can you atone by such obedience for the death of our 
people?’ Kao Lien inquired. 

‘No, no,’ David answered. Then he beat his breast with 
clenched fists. ‘But I can ease myself here!’ 

‘Ah,’ Kao Lien observed, ‘then it is for yourself that you 
would obey the Rabbi and marry Leah. Why not, then?’ 

‘Because I am not sure I want to do that, either!’ David 
cried. ‘I want to be as I was before—when I did not know 
about our people.’ 

David sat upon a low cushioned stool, lower than the chair 
where Kao Lien sat, and when Kao Lien looked down upon 
Iris young face, his heart was troubled. ‘Ah, but you do know,’ 
he said, ‘and you must know. Who of us can escape knowing 
the truth?’ 

‘What is the truth?’ David asked. 

Now Kao Lien knew very well the house in which this 1 
young man had been reared. He knew the warm, hot-hearted, 
pleasure-loving father that Ezra was, in whose blood a strain 
of Chinese blood mingled, as it did in his own veins. He knew 
the mother, Madame Ezra, proud of her pure blood, pre¬ 
serving in herself all the ancient traditions of a free people 
once powerful, once having their own nation, but now no 
longer free and subject to every nation where they were 
scattered without home or land of their own. Into her 
son Madame Ezia poured all her pride, and she was jealous 
of his very soul. 

‘The truth is this,’ Kao Lien said. ‘You yourself-must 
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understand what you are and you yourself must decide what 
you will be. Your mother looks at the whole world from the 
centre of herself.’ 

‘But she only wants me to learn the Torah from the Rabbi,’ 
David broke in. 

Kao Lien went on, ‘Then you will look at all the world and 
all humanity through its narrow window.’ 

David moved restlessly. ‘Kao Lien, you too are a Jew!’ 

‘Mixed,’ Kao Lien said dryly. There was a look of humour 
in his long face. Then he was grave again. ‘It is true that 
I felt my marrow cold when I saw the bodies of the dead in 
the streets of those western cities. But it was because they 
were dead, not only because they were Jews. I said to myself, 
Why should these or any men die this death? Why are they 
so hated?’ 

‘Yes—why?’ David repeated. ‘That is what I keep asking. 
If I knew, I feel I would know everything.’ 

Kao Lien’s small eyes grew sharp. ‘I will tell you what I 
dare not tell another soul,’ he declared. ‘But you are young— 
you have the right to know. They were hated because they 
separated themselves from the rest of mankind. They called 
themselves chosen of God. Do I not know? I come of a large 
family, and there was one among us, my third brother, who 
declared himself the favourite of my parents. He boasted of 
it to the rest of us—“I am the chosen one,” he boasted. And 
we hated him.’ Kao Lien’s thin lips grew more thin. ‘I hate 
him to tills day. I would gladly see him dead. No, I would 
not kill him. I am civilized—I kill nothing. But if he died 
I would not mourn.’ 

In the big, silent shadowy room David stared at Kao Lien 
with horror. ‘Are we not the chosen of God?’ he faltered. 

‘Who says so, except ourselves?’ Kao Lien retorted. 

‘But the Torah- 1 David faltered. 

‘Written by Jews, bitter with defeat,’ Kao Lien said. He 
went on. ‘Here is the truth—I give it to you whole. We were 
a proud people. We lost our country. Our only hope for 
return was to keep ourselves a people. The only hope to keep 
ourselves a people was to keep our common faith in one God, 
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a God of our own. That God has been our country and our 
nation. In sorrow and wailing and woe for all that we have 
lost has been our union. And our rabbis have so taught us, 
generation after generation.’ 

‘Nothing—except that?’ David asked. His voice was strange 
and still. 

‘For that many are willing to die,’ Kao Lien said firmly. 

‘Are you?’ David demanded. 

‘No,’ Kao Lien said. 

David did not speak. His childhood was falling about him 
like a ruin, echoing through his memory in fragments of sacred 
days, his mother lighting the candles on Sabbath Eve; the 
sweet festival of lights, Hanukah, the beautiful Menorah, 
holding its eight candles at the window, reminding them of 
the great day when, conquered though they were, the Jews 
had won their fight to keep their own religion under the 
Syrian conquerors; Purim, the day when Jews remembered 
how they had fought against Hainan, the ancient tyrant. And 
most of all he remembered his own special day, when he 
became a Son of the Commandment. 

‘Are we to forget all that we are?’ he asked Kao Lien at 
last, solemnly. 

‘No,’ Kao Lien said. ‘But we are to forget the past and 
separate ourselves no more. We are to live now, wherever 
we are, and we are to pour the strength of our souls into the 
peoples of the world.’ 

He shaded his eyes with his long, narrow, thin hand, as 
though he prayed. They sat silent for a while and then he 
motioned to David to leave him. So David rose and went to 
the door. There Kao Lien’s voice stopped him. ‘I do not 
know whether I have done wrong,’ he said, ‘yet what truth 
have I to speak except what is truth to me? Tell your father 
and mother what I have said, if you wish. I do not ask that 
it be kept secret.’ 

‘I asked you for the truth,’ David replied, ‘and I thank you.’ 

With these words he went home. 

When Peony left Leah in the garden, she saw David come 
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m through the first court and she followed him to his rooms 
to find out if he had eaten and if there was anything he lacked. 
This was her duty and she did not go beyond it. 

‘I have eaten,’ he told her. Then he took his cap from his 
bosom. ‘Put that away for me , 3 he said. 

When she had obeyed him she came back again into the 
room where he was, and there he sat by the table, his arms 
folded upon it, staring at nothing. 

‘Gan I do nothing more for you ? 5 she asked tenderly. 

‘Nothing—except to leave me until I call , 5 he replied. 

He looked so stern, so grave, that she did not dare press 
him. There he sat, surrounded by books, opened on the table 
and fallen on the floor. When she stooped to pick them up 
he said sharply, ‘Leave them—I threw them there.’ 

So she could only leave him, but now she was in great 
distress. Never had he refused to tell her what his trouble 
was. Yet what could she do except continue to love him? She 
stood a moment, uncertain whether to go or stay. Then, 
delicately perceiving, she felt the air cold about him. Some 
struggle went on in him that she did not yet understand. 

I must understand, she told herself. Yet nothing could be 
forced. Events alone could she use. 

‘Until to-morrow , 5 she said softly, and when he did not 
answer, she went away to her own room and made ready for 
the night. 

At least one roof covers him and me, she thought when she 
lay in her little bed. Old Chang, give me my dreams! she 
prayed the moon. She closed her eyes, and ready to receive 
her dreams, she drifted into sleep. 

As Ezra came near to his son’s room he saw that a single 
candle burned, and without letting David see him, he peered 
through the lattice. He was appalled by what he saw. David 
sat in thought and his young face looked so pale, so sad, that 
Ezra was frightened. This was what came of letting old men 
and women have their way! What if he lost this darling only 
child, his one son, his heart’s core, the hope of his life and 
his business? 
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He burst into David’s room like a bear. Peony had not 
smoothed his hair after she had healed his head, and he had 
forgotten to put on his little cap. His curly hair stood out in 
a circle and he had pulled at his beard while he meditated 
until it was like a broom. He was barefoot and his garments 
awry because he had a habit of scratching himself here and 
there while he pondered and ruminated, and David looked 
at him in astonishment. 

But Ezra had already made up his mind what to do. ‘On 
such a night, with such a moon, I cannot sleep,’ he declared. 
‘I shall send Old Wang to see if Kung Chen is awake and if 
he too is sleepless. Let us invite him and his sons to meet us 
on the lake. I owe him a feast and to-night I will pay my 
debt. Old Wang shall hire a boat and we will order wine, 
supper, and musicians. Come—come—you and I-' 

He pulled at David’s hand, beaming at him through his 
beard and flying hair and thick eyebrows. When he saw 
David hesitate and waver he wrapped his arms about him. 
‘Come, my dear son,’ he muttered. ‘You are young—you are 
young—time enough for grief when you are old.’ 

His father’s warm breath, his rich loving voice, his strong 
hot embrace, moved David’s heart. He flung himself into his 
father’s arms and burst into sobs, and now he was not ashamed. 
This kind father would know how he felt. Ezra held his son 
tightly against his breast. Tears came into his own eyes, but 
they were tears of anger, and he gnashed his teeth and 
muttered through them. 

‘Torture—that’s it—they torture themselves and everybody 
else. But now it’s the children. I won’t have you tortured— 
what’s it for? To be young is not a sin. Besides, how do we 
know God? These old rabbis-’ 

Hearing this angry roar in his father’s lungs, David laughed 
suddenly in the midst of his sobs. Ezra held him off and 
looked at him. ‘That’s right, my son—you laugh! Why not? 
Who knows? Perhaps God likes laughter, eh? Now get on 
your best clothes and let’s go. Softly, so nobody wakes! I will 
wake only Old Wang. We will meet at the gate.’ He went 
away, heaving sighs of relief. 
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David went into his bedroom. He wondered now at the 
strange release of his heart. The sad quiet of the day had 
suddenly lightened to joy. No sin was in himj only a vast 
relief that his father had loosed him somehow from sorrow. 
He washed himself and brushed back his hair and left his head 
uncovered. He put on a long robe of bright blue Chinese silk 
and girdled it with a wide piece of soft red silk. On his feet 
he put white socks and black velvet Chinese shoes. In a very 
few minutes he was ready and he went to the gate, where 
Ezra was. 

Ezra looked at his son with overwhelming love. He fek 
ready to defy any one to protect his life—yes, even God 
Himself. His son was his own and he would not yield him up. 

‘I am not Abraham , 1 he said suddenly. ‘I will not sacrifice 
you, O my son ! 1 

He put his arm round David’s shoulders and together they 
went out into the moonlit courts, through the gates, and into 
the street. On foot they went together towards the lake. The 
hour was late, but not too late for merrymaking. All sober 
souls were in bed and asleep, but the young and the old who 
were lovers of life were making the most of the moon. Summer 
was nearly gone, the autumn was near, and the lotus flowers 
floating upon the water would die, the pods be split, and the 
seed scattered. It was the hour to seize joy with both hands. 

Thus Ezra walked with David through the streets, quiet 
except for a few women still sitting on doorsteps and reluctant 
to go into their houses. They sat suckling their children and 
dreaming in the moonlight. So they came to the lake, two 
men, father and son, and there Kung Chen met them with 
his own two eldest sons, debonair young men eager for 
pleasure. The older son looked like his father. He had the 
same broad face and small kindly eyes and smooth lips. The 
younger son was slight and pretty, and he reminded David of 
his sister Kueilan, That little one! Her face rose in his 
memory, and his blood quickened. The two brothers shouted 
with lively pleasure to David and clasped his hands and argued 
with boatmen, while the two elder men stood on the bank 
waiting. 
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‘We are men of the same mind ) 1 Kung Chen told Ezra. 
‘I was about to send a manservant to you to ask you if you 
would enjoy the moon with us, and he met your man on the 
threshold.’ •> 

‘My son has been studying too much of late,’ Ezra said 
with some reserve. ‘He needs to forget his books.’ 

Kung Chen was altogether aware of what Ezra meant, but 
he left further talk until later in the night when they would 
be mellow with wine. He made no sign even to David that 
earlier in the day they had met. Each hour unto its own. 

By now the young men had the boat they thought best and 
the boatman held it to the bank with his hooked pole and they 
all stepped upon its broad flat deck and took their seats. Ezra 
and Kung Chen sat under the silken canopy but the young 
men stretched themselves on the deck under the sky. At the 
stem the boatman’s elderly wife fanned the coals in a small 
earthen brazier and heated water for tea. 

‘Where will you lords go for your feast?’ the boatman 
inquired. 

‘Why not have the feast brought on the boat?’ Kung Chen 
suggested. Thus it was decided, and the boatman rowed 
towards the restaurant called The House of the Golden 
Bird. 

Never had the night seemed so sweet to David, or com¬ 
panionship more pleasant. At first he was quiet. He lay on 
his back, looking up at the clear and glowing sky. Beneath 
him he heard the soft sound of the great lotus leaves brushing 
the sides of the boat. He turned and leaned over the side 
and plucked a pod and tore it open. Inside the pith was white 
and dry and embedded in it were the seed pods in orderly 
rows. He took them out one by one and peeled the green skin 
from them and ate them, and the cream-white kernels were 
sweet to his tongue. 

The boatman stooped and took the empty pod and thrust 
it carefully under the lotus leaves. ‘That son of a turtle Old 
Liu has bought the lotus this year in advance,’ he explained. 
‘He commands that the lake police are to fine every one who 
picks a pod. But eat what you like, Young Master—the more 
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you eat the less Old Liu will have! Only I beg you to give 
me a little silver to put into the palms of the police.’ 

Every one laughed and no one reproved. And David lay 
on his back and gazed at the moon. He wanted to think no 
more, to puzzle and doubt and struggle no more with his 
soul. Let him only live and enjoy his life. 

By now the boat was approaching the lower bank where 
the restaurant stood, and the two young Rungs were arguing 
over the foods to be chosen. 

‘Crabs, of course,’ Rung the First said. 

‘Fried in oil, not steamed,’ Rung the Second amended. 

‘Be sure you young lords order a very potent wine to eat 
with our crabs,’ the boatman advised. ‘They are hearty food, 
our crabs, for they feed on the refuse that the feasters throw 
from the boats. Rich fare makes rich meat.’ 

‘Let the crabs be steamed,’ Rung Chen said from under 
the canopy. ‘The flavour of the meat is then clear.’ 

So after more argument and talk, crabs were ordered and 
then roasted duck and vegetables to suit, and hot millet with 
dates and red sugar for a sweet. This order Rung the First 
gave to the keeper of the restaurant, who ran down the steps 
to the water’s edge when the boatman shouted, and he stood 
there, his fat face shining in the moonlight, all smiles and 
good humour and shouting, ‘Yes, yes’ to every dish. Then he 
said, ‘Sirs, will you not have music, too? To eat crabs, as I 
cook them, with my wine, under such a moon, and all without 
music, is to marry a wife without a dowry.’ 

They laughed and Rung the Second said boldly, ‘Send us 
three singing girls with the food.’ He turned his head to look 
at his father slyly. ‘Will three be enough, Father?’ 

‘Plenty—plenty,’ Rung Chen said with his slow smile. ‘We 
will look at your girls and listen to them sing and that is 
enough for us old ones, eh, Elder Brother?’ 

‘Plenty,’ Ezra agreed. He leaned back and sighed with 
pleasure. ‘Life is good,’ he said suddenly. 

‘For people such as we are,’ Rung Chen amended. ‘We 
who are rich, we who have plenty, why should we be unhappy? 
There is no suffering necessary for us.’ 
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Outside on the wide flat deck the young men lolled on the 
silk cushions that the boatman had put down for them. The 
moonlight, flowing about them and over them, gilded them 
until they were like gods at ease. On the shore the restaurant 
was bright with lanterns and the mellow light glowed at every 
window. Voices mingled with singing and the sound of flutes 
and the beat of drums. 

Ezra had looked at the scene scores of times, but to-night 
its meaning penetrated him. Happiness was waiting to be 
chosen. In this city there was such happiness, and yet here 
too was the eternal sorrow of the Rabbi, reminding his people 
of woe. It was within a man’s power to choose happiness and 
to reject woe. True, it was not within the Rabbi’s power. 
He had chosen sorrow, the endless sorrow of a man haunted 
by God. He had even transmuted such sorrow into strange 
dark joy. He was most happy when he suffered most deeply, 
like the moth that flutters near the flame of the candle. Yes, 
the likeness was true. Man scorched his very soul in that 
ecstasy of God. But must all men find happiness in the same 
way? Let the Rabbi find his own pleasure where he would, 
but he should not compel the young men—and above all not 
the one who was his son. 

‘You are meditating deeply,’ Kung Chen said suddenly. 
‘I feel a fever in you.’ 

‘I am meditating upon happiness,’ Ezra said frankly. ‘Gan 
it be for all?’ 

Kung Chen pursed his full smooth lips, ‘For the poor 
happiness is difficult,’ he replied. ‘For the one, too, who 
fastens his happiness wholly upon another being. Poverty is 
the external hazard and love the internal. But if one can 
surmount poverty and can love in moderation, there is no 
obstacle to happiness for any one.’ 

‘When you say “being,”’ Ezra said, ‘do you mean human 
or God?’ 

‘Any being,’ Kung Chen replied. ‘Some love a human 
being too well and are made subject by that love; others love 
their gods too well and are subject to that love. Man should 
be subject to none. Then we are free.’ 
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This talk was interrupted by a flutter at the door of the 
restaurant. Three pretty girls came down the stone steps, 
carrying lute and cymbals and a small hand drum. They were 
like flowers in the wind, their pink and blue and green robes 
flowing, and they held their little dark heads high. Behind 
them waiters brought baskets of food and the boatwoman set 
up tables. There was a bustle everywhere, but in a little while 
all was ready and the boatman pushed the boat away into the 
middle of the lake again. The brightly lit shore lay in the 
distance and soon the voices were only echoes. 

"Now Rung Chen invited every one to eat, and the waiter 
and the cook did their part. The three girls sat down at the 
bow, their backs to the moon and facing the feasters, and each 
with her instrument began to play, and they sang in unison 
a melody so tangled among them and so bewitching that the 
young men could not keep from laughing. The girls seemed 
part of the night and the moon, fey and exquisite. Their high 
sweet voices wandered in and out of the melody, but always 
in unison, and the young men listened and looked at them, 
seeing them together, their white pretty faces alike, their wide 
dark eyes passionless. The exceeding beauty of the night, the 
delicacy of the music and of the singers, the fine food, each 
dish seasoned to its capacity and none heavy with oil or sugar, 
the pleasure of all these stole into David’s heart. Grossness 
would have offended him after the long days with die Rabbi. 
His soul had been tuned too high and he could not move 
too suddenly from Heaven to earth. But to-night earth spoke 
enchantment and Heaven was still. 


t.b,— ia 
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VII 


f~l 1 HE Rabbi did not return to the house of Ezra. When 
I he knew he was alone in the synagogue and that David 

„IL had gone, he went into his own house. Rachel was 
surprised when she heard his step, and she came in from the 
kitchen. 

‘Well, Old Teacher! 1 she called. 

‘I wish to be alone, 1 he told her. ‘Send word to Madame 
Ezra and tell her that I will not return. And bid my son 
come home. 1 

‘What of Leah? 1 Rachel asked. 

The Rabbi considered. ‘Let her remain where she is, 1 
he said. 

Rachel stared at the old man. He looked exhausted to the 
heart. His face was white and his beard was unbrushed. His 
hand, clutching his staff, was trembling, and she saw a slight 
palsy of his head, which she had not seen before. All this 
alarmed her and she took him by the sleeve. ‘Before I go I 
will make you a bowl of hot millet soup, and you must drink 
it and rest yourself. 1 

So saying she led the Rabbi to his room, where she kept 
all ready for him. The old man yielded to her and he let his 
staff fall and he wiped his blind eyes on his sleeves. ‘Ah, it is 
good here, 1 he sighed. ‘I was not happy in the halls of the 
rich. 1 

‘You are not happy unless you are miserable, and that is 
the truth about you, 1 Rachel said cheerfully. ‘Lie down, old 
man, and rest. 1 

A look of indignation made his face strong again. The 
Rabbi came to himself suddenly. ‘What have you done to 
my bed? 1 he cried. He had laid himself down on his narrow 
bamboo couch but now he sat up. 

Rachel stood with her hands akimbo. ‘I put an extra quilt 
under the mat, 1 she said firmly. ‘Those old bones of yours 
with nothing under you! 1 
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But the Rabbi rose to his feet and turned on her with his 
sightless eyes. ‘Take it away, woman!’ he commanded. 

Rachel shrugged her shoulders, shook her head, and made 
many signs of refusal that he could not see, but so loud and 
clear was his voice that she did not dare to say aloud that she 
would not obey him. At last there was nothing for her except 
to take the quilt away and spread the mat on the hard bamboo. 
Then the Rabbi lay down again, sighed, and folded his hands 
on his breast. ‘Go away, woman,’ he commanded her, his deep 
voice as firm as ever. ‘Go away and leave me to the Lord.’ 

So Rachel went away, disapproving very much; and mutter¬ 
ing to herself against the stubborn old saint, she put the quilt 
into a box. But she was angry' and she did not go at once to 
give his message to Madame Ezra. Instead she kept everything 
to herself until the next day. Alien the Rabbi asked her 
whether Aaron had come home, she told a comforting lie and 
said that Leah had begged that he be allowed to stay for 
another day or two with her. The Rabbi sighed at this but 
said no more. He rose early the next morning, ate his millet 
porridge, and sat repeating to himself the pages of the Torah. 

When the day wore on nearly to noon and she knew that 
Madame Ezra would be ready, Rachel went to give the 
message. She found Madame Ezra superintending the clean¬ 
ing of a fish pond by the kitchen. The angry fish were swarm¬ 
ing in tubs while two men raked the muddy bottom. Madame 
Ezra was scolding fish and men alike, and she was in no good 
temper to hear what Rachel had to tell her. 

‘Now what has happened?’ she cried when Rachel stopped 
to take breath. ‘All was well yesterday—why has he left my 
house?’ 

‘I know nothing except that the old man came home 
yesterday alone from the synagogue,’ Rachel said. 

Then Madame Ezra called Wang Ma and Peony to come 
in. Wang Ma knew nothing and Peony knew only that David 
had come home late last night with his father. 

‘You should have come and told me,’ Madame Ezra said. 

‘Mistress, I thought you knew everything,’ Peony replied. 

There was nothing now to do but to dismiss them all, and 

*73 



this Madame Ezra did, except that she held Peony back to 
give her a command. 

‘Go and fetch me Leah, while I go to my room and clean 
myself.’ 

So Peony went to fetch Leah while Madame Ezra gave her 
last commands to the two men and went to her own court. 

As for Peony, she made herself all servant, and she coughed 
before she entered Leah’s door, and when she heard Leah’s 
gentle voice, saying to come in, she went in and bowed and 
said only this: ‘My mistress asks for you to come to her.’ Then 
she bowed and went away again, and now she went to her own 
room and thought for a while. What had happened between 
the Rabbi and David? Did Leah have a part in it? 

Waiting became more than she could bear, and she went to 
find out what she could, by any means. She ran on noiseless 
feet and hid behind a cassia-tree in Madame Ezra’s court. 
It leaned against the window that was open, for the morning 
was hot and still. Hidden there, she heard Madame Ezra’s 
voice speaking firmly and clearly to Leah, in these words: 

‘How can you say that nothing has happened between you 
and David? I saw you with my own eyes, once, in the peach 
garden. Certainly you stood very close together.’ 

Leah’s voice came rushing softly, full of agitation. ‘How 
can I help it, Aunt, if—if—nothing more happened? That 
once—well, yes, we were very near.’ 

‘All these days you have been sitting together over the 
Torah,’ Madame Ezra cried. 

‘He has scarcely spoken to me.’ Leah’s voice died away in 
this confession. 

Madame Ezra flew into sudden anger. ‘It is your fault, 
Leahl You never try—you simply wait.’ 

‘What can I do but wait?’ Leah asked. 

Peony listened, her black eyes sparkling, her red lips curving. 
Ah, then, it was not decided! David did not love Leah! Ah 
—but what if he did? She slipped from behind the cassia-tree 
and ran to David’s rooms. The sitting-room was empty, and 
she put aside the curtain and peered into his bedroom. He lay 
on his bed still asleep. The noon sun poured into the room. 
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She had drawn his bed curtains last night herself when she 
made the room ready for night, but he had put them back 
behind the heavy silver hooks. He lay there in his white silk 
sleeping garments, his arms flung wide and his head turned 
towards her on the pillow. 

Her heart beat with joy. It was not too late. The Rabbi 
was gone, and there was no betrothal. Joy ran in her veins 
and curved her lips and shone in her eyes and danced in her 
body. It was never too late for happiness. 

She stole across the room and knelt by his bed. ‘David!’ 
she whispered. ‘David!’ 

He woke, smiled, and stretched out his arms to her and 
caught her shoulders. ‘How’ dare you wake me?’ he demanded, 
still no more than half asleep. 

‘It’s noon,’ she whispered. ‘I came to tell you something— 
something wonderful!’ 

‘What is it?’ he demanded. 

But she delayed out of sheer joy. ‘The sun is shining into 
your eyes,’ she said. ‘Why, they’re not black—there’s gold in 
the bottoms of them!' 

‘Is that wonderful?’ he asked, and he laughed aloud and 
W’aked himself with his own laughter. 

‘The sun shines into your mouth,’ she went on, ‘and it is 
as sweet as a pomegranate.’ 

‘For this you waked me?’ he demanded. He sat up now, 
wide awake. 

‘No,’ she whispered. ‘David, listen to me!’ 

She caught his hand and held it against her breast. ‘David, 
at noon— she —is going to the Buddhist temple to worship and 
give thanks. She has been ill.’ 

She felt his hand grow tense. ‘You did not tell me,’ he said. 

‘I did not want to tell you,’ she said. ‘She is well again— 
really. David, you can see her for yourself.’ 

His eyes were fixed on hers, and she went on quickly, ‘If you 
get up now I will bring you something to eat, and you can 
enter the side gate of the temple and meet her as she goes to 
the Silver Kwanyin in the South Temple.’ 

‘But she will know I came to see her,’ he said shyly. 



Peony laughed. ‘How that will please her!’ she said with 
mischief. She put down his hand, and rose to her feet and 
touched her finger to her lips. ‘I’ll be back with hot food.’ 

She ran away. Ah, but this would take quickness! She 
stopped only to find her purse and then she ran out of the Gate 
of Peaceful Escape and down the alley to the house of ICung, 
and she asked for Chu Ma and found her at her noon meal. 
The old woman held a huge bowl of rice to her mouth and 
pushed in the mingled rice and meats and listened to Peony. 

‘You must persuade her to be there, mind you, in the court 
of the Silver Kwanyin, and he will be there within the hour.’ 
Peony poured this all into a breath. 

‘But if her mother forbids?’ Chu Ma asked. 

‘Tell your young lady to weep, to scream, to threaten any¬ 
thing—tell her to say she has a pain in her breast and that 
she wants to pray. He sends you this.’ 

She emptied her purse into Chu Ma’s hands, and then tore 
at her own ears and took off her jade earrings. ‘And I give 
you these.’ 

Chu Ma put the bowl on a table and nodded and Peony 
flew homeward again. In a few minutes she came from the 
kitchen with a covered porcelain vessel full of hot rice gruel, 
which was always on the stoves, and a manservant followed 
with the small meats and salt dishes for David’s breakfast. 
She trusted that David had loitered even more than usual in 
dressing himself, and this was true. When she entered his 
sitting-room, he had still not come in. 

‘Young Master!’ she called. 

‘Shall I wear red or blue?’ he called back. 

‘The wine red!’ she replied. Blue was the colour he wore to 
the synagogue and nothing must remind him of that now. 
She knew the subde influence of colours, how grey can subdue 
a man’s spirit, how blue uplifts it and sends it wandering, how 
red, the wine red, holds it to the earth. 

Soon he came out, looking so beautiful that she could have 
wept. His dark head was bare; above the white lining of his 
robe his face showed brown and red and full of health. 

But she subdued herself. ‘Gome,’ she said, ‘there is too little 
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time. 1 She uncovered the bowls as she spoke, and he sat down. 
He ate in silence and he pondered. Had it not been for all that 
happened to him yesterday he could not have yielded to Peony 
now. For it was not with great desire that he longed again to 
see Kueilan. He remembered the pretty Chinese girl with 
warm pleasure, but not with urgency. No, he wanted to see 
her to-day at least for his own defence against himself. He 
knew that Leah was here, and he thought the Rabbi was still 
here, and he knew his mother was as strong as ever. He 
needed time against them, time to make up his mind, to be 
himself before all else. Last night on the lake had calmed him 
and taken the soreness from his soul. This morning he felt 
rested and strong and alone. 

So he ate and afterwards he made himself fresh again, 
washing Ills hands in a basin of perfumed water and brushing 
his hair, without haste, and all so slowly that Peony was half 
beside herself. ‘She will have gone, you will not see her!’ she 
wailed. ‘Oh, when will there be so good a chance again!’ 

He teased her a while with his slowness and he pretended 
that he was still hungry and at last she seized the dishes and 
would not let him have more and he so relished laughing and 
playfulness again that he set off in good humour, and left 
Peony to take away the dishes. 

Now Peony had reason enough out of love to do all she had 
done, but what happened next gave her hate for a reason, too. 

After Rachel had spoken with Madame Ezra she went to 
the room that the Rabbi had used, having inquired of the way 
from the servants, and there she found Aaron still half asleep 
and barely stirring out of his bed. She told him that his father 
bade him come home at once, and as she did so she said to 
herself that it was a shame this was the Rabbi’s only son, this 
gangling splayfooted boy with his long narrow head and his 
thin crooked face and mean yellowish eyes. 

Aaron heard his father’s command and he was too timid 
to say he would not come. Instead he asked, ‘Is Leah coming 
home, too?’ 

‘Not to-day,’ Rachel replied. 

Then because this made him angry he muttered that his 
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father always treated Leah softly, and he screamed at Rachel. 
‘Get away, you old slut! Why do you stand there and stare 
at me?’ 

At this she grew angry and she said plainly, ‘As for me, I 
hope you do not come home. It will be hard work to cook 
food to keep you alive. 1 

With this she went away, and Aaron, left alone, began to 
pity himself and wept a little. He was loath to leave this rich 
house where the best of food had been given him for his father’s 
sake, and where no servant refused his bidding. He was angry 
to think he must go back to his narrow life and his lonely 
room. He loved neither his father nor Leah, but he feared 
them because they were good and he was not. 

So pitying himself and angry at all, he rose, and in great 
sulkiness he dressed, and then he went out to the hall where 
the men ate, to look for his breakfast. As it chanced, his path 
crossed Peony’s at the court where the fish pool was. Pie saw 
her before she saw him, and she made a pretty sight in the 
morning sunshine. Her hair was shining black and her cheeks 
pink and she wore coat and trousers of pale yellow silk and 
she had thrust a white gardenia in her hair. 

He looked right and left. No one was near. She walked 
with downcast head and smiled as she went. Then she felt his 
presence as she might have felt a snake near her foot. She 
lifted her head, startled, and at that moment he ran towards 
her, seized her in his arms, and pressed his mouth upon hers. 

Never had any mouth been pressed upon Peony’s. Now she 
felt Aaron’s loathsome trembling hot mouth and she was faint 
and sick. Her head swirled and she screamed, but so great was 
her sickness that the scream was too small to hear. Then she 
felt his hand at her breast. The sickness passed, her strength 
returned with anger, and she fell upon Aaron with all the fury 
of her being. She scratched his face and tore his hair and 
jerked his ears and kicked him when he tried to run, and she 
held him by his hair with one hand and pushed his face with 
her other hand, clenched into a fist, all the time silent except 
for her hard breaths. She did not want any one to know that 
the shame of his touch had fallen upon her. 
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At last, quite spent, she snarled at him, ‘Dare to touch me 
again, you cursed son of a hare, and I will kill you with the 
sword and you will die as your turtle ancestors died!’ 

Now Peony spoke of the sword that David had chosen out 
of the caravan and had hung on the wall in his own room. 
This sword had an exceedingly fine sharp edge, and at this 
moment Aaron believed that Peony could do what she said. 
She could not have chosen a keener threat. All the old fear 
and the weakness handed down to him from his fathers, and 
bound indeed into the Torah itself, now fell upon him. The 
old Rabbi was a strong man and he could enjoy the thunder- 
ings of Jehovah, but Aaron was a weak worm, and from his 
pitiful weak childhood he had feared and hated Jehovah, and 
he longed to be anything except what he was, the son of the 
Rabbi. When Peony called upon his ancestors he gathered 
his garments about him and slunk away. 

Peony threw him a long look of scorn. Then she walked with 
firm swift footsteps to her room, and there she washed and 
scrubbed herself from head to foot and changed her garments 
and brushed her hair and perfumed herself and put on her best 
jewels and thrust a fresh flower in her hair. But her anger still 
burned in her. Now indeed she would rid the house of all who 
belonged to Aaron. When she was clean again she went to 
David’s rooms and waited, making the pretext of cleaning and 
dusting and mending a sandalwood fan he had broken. 

Her cheeks were still pink with anger when in an hour or 
two David came back. She sat at the table, mending the 
delicate fan with a feather dipped in glue. She knew when 
she looked at him that he had seen Kueilan. He came in, 
debonair and satisfied with himself. When she saw him, she 
thought to herself, how smug a man looks who thinks him¬ 
self beloved! But this she knew was the bitterness of her 
own hidden love, and she put it aside. She laid the fan care¬ 
fully down and clothing herself in docility she rose to her feet. 
His eyes met hers in the old gaiety that she had so missed, 

‘Tell me,’ she coaxed, knowing that he wanted to tell her 
everything. 

‘What?’ he teased. 
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‘Did you see her?’ 

‘Did you not tell me she would be there?’ he replied. 

‘But she was there?’ 

‘Suppose she wasn’t?’ 

To his surprise Peony suddenly began to sob. 

‘Now what is wrong with you?’ he asked. 

She shook her head and could not speak. 

He came closer. ‘Tell me,’ he urged. ‘Has some one hurt 
you?’ 

She nodded, still sobbing and wiping her eyes on her sleeves. 

‘My mother?’ he asked angrily. 

‘It was—it was—oh, I cannot say his name! 5 She shook her 
head. She cried in a small heart-broken voice. 

‘A man!’ David exclaimed. 

She nodded. ‘The Rabbi’s son,’ she whispered. 

David stared at her for a second. Then he turned abruptly 
and strode towards the door of the court. But Peony ran after 
him. ‘No, no,’ she cried. ‘Never let him know you know. It 
is too much shame for me.’ 

‘What did he do?’ David demanded. 

‘I—cannot tell you,’ she faltered. 

‘He did not-’ David began, and now the red was flaming 

in his cheeks. 

‘Oh, no, oh, no!’ she cried. Then lest he think matters 
worse than they were, she laughed through her tears. ‘I beat 
him,’ she confessed. ‘I took him by the hair and—and I 
smacked his face.’ 

David laughed with fierce pleasure. ‘I wish I had seen you! 
Did you bruise him, Peony? Let me go and see!’ 

‘No, wait,’ she coaxed. ‘Please, what I say is true. He 
did—he did put his mouth on mine-’ 

‘Curse his mother!’ David said suddenly. 

Peony laid the little forefinger of her right hand across his 
lips, and tears brimmed her eyes. ‘I am defiled,’ she whispered. 

How could David refuse her comfort? He put his hands 
upon her shoulders and looked at her soft red lips, and she let 
her fingers slide away and she said in the softest voice, ‘Touch 
my lips—and make them clean!’ 
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She swayed a little towards him, and he bent his head, 
trying to laugh and make a play of it, and he bent his head 
still lower until indeed his lips were upon hers. Never had 
Iris lips touched a woman’s mouth. This was only Peony, only 
his little same Peony whom he knew so well, but suddenly her 
Ups were sweet and strange. 

She drew back and her voice was quick and clear. ‘Thank 
you,’ she said daintily. ‘Now I can forget. Tell me, Young 
Master, did you truly see the pretty third daughter of Kung? 1 

So swift was her change that he scarcely knew how to speak. 
All was confusion in him. The sweet new warmth that Peony 
had called up in him she now turned swiftly towards another. 
Without knowing that he was being stirred, beguiled, led to 
do what Peony wanted, he let his mind go back to the temple, 
and to the moment when he had been hidden behind the great 
Guardian God of the West. He saw Kueilan come in, the 
embroidered edge of her long skirt of soft apple-green silk 
sweeping the tiled floor. An old serving woman held her hand, 
and beside the stout strong figure the young girl had looked like 
a little willow-tree in spring. Then he remembered her face. 

'Yes,’ he said slowly, ‘I saw her. I had forgotten how 
beautiful she is.’ 

‘She is too small?’ Peony prodded. 

‘A little thing,’ David said, ‘not taller than you. But I Uke 
small women.’ 

‘Her eyes—they are as big as mine?’ 

Now Peony’s chief beauty was her eyes. They were apricot¬ 
shaped, the lashes were straight and soft and long, and the 
colour of the iris was a deep warm brown, not quite black. 
Looking into these eyes, David was constrained to remember 
Kueilan’s eyes, and since he had passed very near her, he said, 
‘Hers are the most beautiful eyes I have ever seen.’ 

At this Peony dimpled and she put her handkerchief to her 
face to hide her quickening smile—and her tears. ‘Did you 
speak to her?’ she asked next. 

‘Yes,’ David said. ‘When she passed to go into the inner 
temple, she saw me.’ 

‘And you said?’ Peony hinted. 
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‘Only that I hoped she would forgive me because I had 
come to see her.’ 

This David said very fervently and he sat down beside the 
table and put away all mischief. ‘Peony,’ he said gravely, 
‘you know I cannot marry as ordinary men do. If I choose 
her for my bride and not Leah, I must wound my mother and 
the Rabbi and perhaps even my father.’ 

‘Your father thinks only of you,’ Peony put in. 

‘Ah, but among our people the women are stronger than the 
men,’ David said, ‘and what my mother will do, I do not 
know,’ 

‘Does Leah know—of this other one?’ Peony asked. 

‘No,’ David replied. He looked rueful. ‘And I have given 
her reason to think-’ He shook his head. 

Peony, who had been standing all this time, now sat down 
opposite him at the table. 

‘You have let Leah think you—love her?’ So Peony asked 
in a small frightened voice. Then she hurried on. ‘How can 
that be true? You have not spoken to her while you were 
learning the book. The old teacher sat between you.’ 

‘Once, in the peach garden-’ David said, blushing 

heartily. 

‘In the peach garden?’ Peony echoed. ‘What did you do?’ 

‘It was the day after the caravan came,’ David said un¬ 
willingly. ‘We were all somehow excited.’ 

‘She came to you in the peach garden?’ Peony exclaimed. 
Her divining mind ran ahead. ‘And do you think she would 
be so bold as to come to you of her own will? Surely it was 
your mother who bade her come.’ 

David stared at her, suddenly perceiving that indeed this 

might be true. ‘If Mother-’ He struck the table with his 

fists and Peony cried out and drew away the mended 
fan. 

David leaned back, his eyes full of fury. ‘I shall tell my 
mother-’ 

But Peony looked at him over the carved fan, which she 
held to her face because she loved the scent of sandalwood. 
‘Why need you say anything?’ she coaxed. ‘Let me go to your 
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father and tell him what you feel. Gome, I will be the 
marriage-maker for you!’ 

But David shook his head again. ‘Nevertheless, it is not 
honourable for me to allow Leah to remain confused,’ he said. 
‘I must think of what to say to her.’ 

‘Say nothing,’ Peony pleaded. ‘What is not said need never 
be unsaid. If it is put into words, then all is hard and fast. 
Oh, and she will be very bitter against you.’ 

‘Leah bitter?’ David repeated. ‘Ah, there you are wrong! 
That is what hurts me. She is so good. For her own sake— 
not my mother’s—I wish with all my heart that I could love 
her.’ He broke off again, hesitated, and went on, half talking 
to himself, ‘I could have loved her, perhaps—had she simply 
been a woman. But she is much more.’ 

He thought Peony too childlike to understand what he 
meant, but Peony did understand and she was shrewd enough 
to keep silent. Leah was more than a woman—she was a 
people and a tradition and a past, and did David marry' her 
he espoused the whole, and to that he must return. He could 
not be himself or free, were he to return, for then must he 
become part of the ancient whole and bear upon himself the 
weight of their old sorrows. But Peony did not tell him this. 
Instead she skipped her feet and clapped her hands and 
pretended to her usual childishness. 

‘Let me tell your father!’ she begged. 

And David, his young face shadowed with vague pain, 
smiled a little sadly. ‘What can my father do for me?’ he 
inquired. ‘He was caught as I am now.’ 

‘Ah, but he had no one to save him,’ Peony said gently. 
‘There was no orchid flower in his youth. Think of that little 
one who sits thinking of you now. Do you know she thinks 
of you? Ah, yes, you do! Let me tell your father!’ 

At last, listening to her soft voice, he nodded, and she went 
quickly lest he call her back. Be sure she went straight to Ezra, 
and she found him sleeping in his reed chair, his fan resting on 
his stomach and his legs outstretched. He was snoring and for 
a while nothing she could do would waken him. She coughed, 
she sang, she called in a soft voice, careful not to wake him too 
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suddenly, lest his soul be wandering and not come back to his 
body. At last she spied a cricket on the stones and she picked 
it up by its jointed legs and put it in Ezra’s beard. There it 
was so dismayed that it began to squeak dolefully, and Ezra 
woke and rolled his head and then combed his beard with his 
fingers and found the cricket and threw it out. 

‘I saw the naughty mite leap into your beard, Master,’ 
Peony said sweetly, ‘but I was afraid to wake you.’ 

‘I never had this happen before,’ Ezra said in surprise. He 
sat up, stretched himself, yawned, and shook his head to stir 
his brain. ‘Does it have a meaning? I must ask a geomancer.’ 

‘It means good luck, Master,’ Peony said. ‘Crickets come 
only to a safe, rich house.’ 

She poured a bowl of tea from the pot on the table, and this 
she now handed him with both hands, and then, picking up 
the fan from the floor where it had fallen, she began to fan 
him. When he seemed himself she began her news. 

‘Master, I must confess a fault.’ 

‘Another one?’ he asked. He yawned, rubbed the crown of 
liis head, and smiled. 

‘My young master—your son, sir-’ Here she paused. 

Ezra was instantly alarmed. She looked too happy. Could 
it be possible that David had been so foolish as to return her 
love? It would throw the house into turmoil. A bondmaid! 
What would Madame Ezra do? 

Peony caught the terror in his eyes and tried to smile. Well 
she knew what he was thinking and her heart quivered. No 
one, not even this good master of hers, whom she loved as the 
only father she knew, thought of her as more than a gentle 
servant, one fit for usefulness and pleasure but no more. 

‘Do not fear,’ she said sweetly. ‘It is not I whom your son 
loves.’ 

This she said, knowing very well that it was within her reach 
to make David love her. His heart had denied Leah, and he 
had not yet accepted Kueilan, and into that emptiness she 
might have stepped, and his heart might have enclosed her. 
But she was too wise. Never would she be given the place of 
a wife, and even if she were. David’s life could have no peace. 
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She loved him too well to see him wretched, and she had been 
reared in obedience to those above. None could be happy if 
the proportions were ignored. It was not her fate to be the 
daughter-in-law in this house. No, she was like the little mouse 
that came out ofits hiding-place and danced solitary in the sun. 
So must she find her joy alone, sheltered under the vast roof. 

‘Then whom does my son love?’ Ezra asked sternly. 

Peony lifted her head and looked at him straightly with soft 
eyes that seemed as honest as a child’s when she made them so. 

‘He still loves that little third lady in the house of Kung,’ 
she said. 

Ezra looked away from her and he did not answer. He sat 
pulling his beard and sighing and fingering his lips and think¬ 
ing this way and that and seeing no light anywhere. He 
discovered only this longing inside himself, that his son might 
marry whom he pleased and for his happiness. 

Have I not been happy with my Naomi? he inquired of his 
own heart. 

He had been happy. If he had not loved Naomi when they 
were married, neither had he greatly loved any other woman. 
No, he had not loved Flower of Jade—not enough to give up 
his parents’ favour for her sake. Had David said he loved 
Peony, he would have chided and forbade, as his father had 
done in his own youth. But a daughter of the great Chinese 
house of Kung could not be despised. She was David’s equal 
in all—except in faith. Yet many Jews had married Chinese 
wives and they had not ceased altogether to be Jews, fie 
would put it so to Naomi. 

Now Ezra was a man who had to do a thing as soon as he 
thought of it, and forgetdng Peony he got impetuously to his 
feet and went in search of his son’s mother, leaving Peony to 
stand and wonder how much she had done. She followed him 
at a little distance and took her place behind the cassia-tree. 
As for Ezra, he found his wife in her own rooms and in a very 
ill humour. This he saw as soon as he came to the door, but 
he supposed that her mood was because of some household 
matter. Madame Ezra was a very shrewd good manager in 
her own house and she could be downcast over the theft of art 
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egg or the breaking of a dish. She looked at Ezra coldly when 
he came in. 

‘Yon did not go to the shop to-day, 5 she said. 

He tried to smile as he came in and sat down on the chair 
opposite her and across the table. ‘No, for I came in very late 
last night,’ he confessed. ‘Kung Chen invited me to see the 
moon. He brought his two sons and David went with me. 5 

‘How you look! 5 she exclaimed. ‘You are yellow as sulphur!’ 

‘Come, come, 5 he retorted. ‘I am not so bad. 5 

‘Blear-eyed, 5 she went on severely, ‘your hair a crow’s nest! 
Did David drink too much?’ 

‘I have not seen him this morning, 5 Ezra said. 

She pursed her lips. ‘I have been talking to Leah, 5 she said. 

Ezra threw her a shrewd tender look from under his bushy 
brows. ‘Ah, Naomi,’ he sighed, ‘why not let the boy alone? 5 

‘I do not know what you mean,’ she said angrily. 

‘He does not love Leah, 5 Ezra went on. ‘If he marries her 
it is only to please you, and what happiness can there be for 
either of them? 5 

Madame Ezra’s handsome face grew red. ‘David knows 
nothing about women, 5 she declared. ‘He is as silly as you 
were when I married you. 5 

‘I was much more silly, 5 Ezra said gently. ‘I was clay in 
your hands, my dear. 5 

She was unwilling to let her anger go down. ‘Besides, Leah 
loves him, 5 she said. 

‘Then I pity her, 5 Ezra replied. 

‘Why?’ she turned her head quickly to look at him again. 
‘Why should you pity her? 5 

Ezra said, ‘I did not—love any one else—exactly. 5 

Their eyes met and each looked away. There had been an 
hour years ago, in this very room, when she, a proud young 
woman, exceedingly beautiful and stern of faith, had accused 
him of stealing into a bondmaid’s room. Both would have said 
they had forgotten it, but neither had forgotten. 

‘If you mean Peony- 5 Madame Ezra said thickly. 

Ezra shook his head. ‘No, I do not mean the bondmaid. 
I mean the daughter of Kung Chen. 5 
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Madame Ezra rose as once long ago she had risen, and she 
looked down upon him. ‘No, 1 she cried, ‘never! I will not 
allow it. Why do you speak of her again? 1 

But Ezra was not now that young peace-loving amiable 
man. He had grown stout and strong, and after these years 
of living with her, and learning to love her at last, he could 
hold his own with her. 

‘Ah, Naomi, 1 he said gently and cruelly, ‘when will you ever 
learn that life does not wait for your allowance? 1 

With these words he turned away and left her. Peony, 
behind the cassia-tree, pondered what she had heard. Should 
she return to David and tell him? But what had she heard 
except the old quarrel between these two elders? Better, then, 
would it be for her to wait until the quarrel was resolved, as 
Heaven might will. 

She slipped from behind the tree and returned to her own 
room. 

Madame Ezra had goaded Leah to despair. She had not 
meant to do so, but in the exasperation of her own fear she 
had harried and blamed and driven until Leah was terrified. 
This house, which had promised such shelter, was not secure, 
after all her hope! Her mother’s friend, the one nearest to her 
mother, was angry with her. What would happen to her if 
Madame Ezra sent her away? She saw the dreariness of her 
life stretching ahead in her father’s little house. When he died, 
she would be alone, with nothing except Madame Ezra’s angry 
charity. No, she would be worse than alone. Aaron would 
be there. In fear and despair she gave over trying to defend 
herself and she ended by utter silence. Whatever Madame 
Ezra said she did not answer. She stood, her head bowed while 
Madame Ezra talked on and on. Her hands clasped before 
her were so cold that they seemed frozen together. Her whole 
body fell bruised and heavy and her mind was numb. 

When Madame Ezra shouted at her at last, ‘Leave me—and 
do not let me see your face again for a while! 1 Leah had turned 
and walked away without knowing where she was going. 

She had no anger against Madame Ezra. She understood 
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too well the agony of heart that had made the warm good 
woman fall into such fury. Madame Ezra was in despair, too. 
It was only despair that made her so cruel—despair and love. 
Madame Ezra loved David better than she loved any one, 
better even than she loved God, and for this reason she wanted 
to keep her son, to keep him in the faith of her people. Here 
in this heathen land David would be lost to her if he were not 
kept in her faith. In her dreams he was the leader who might 
one day lead them all home again. All this Leah knew, and 
she saw into Madame Ezra’s heart clearly and nothing she 
saw made her angry because she understood all. 

No, it was not Madame Ezra who had been wrong, but she 
herself, Leah, who had failed. She had not been able to make 
David love her and want her for his wife. How could she 
blame David, either, she asked herself humbly? She had done 
nothing in her life except tend a house for two men. She lifted 
her hands and looked at them. Wang Ma had taught her 
how to rub oil in them and she had tried to do it faithfully, 
but work and poverty had made them big and it was too late 
to change that. She had tried to learn the Torah, but she kept 
thinking and dreaming of David, as he sat there. Not once 
had he looked at her or showed a single sign of remembering 
the one day when she had moved his heart, the day the caravan 
came, when God helped her. But afterwards she had done 
nothing—she had not even sought God’s help. Instead she had 
dreamed away the days, foolishly believing. Now, walking 
blindly along passage-ways and verandas and through court¬ 
yards, seeing nothing, she began to pray half aloud, ‘O J ehovah, 
our God, the One True God, hear me—and help me.’ 

And as she walked along blindly praying it seemed that she 
heard God’s voice bidding her to find David and go to him and 
open her heart to him. She lifted her head and the tears began 
to flow down her cheeks. If God helped her again, then 
everything would end as Madame Ezra wanted it—yes, and 
as she wanted it. She loved David, and how joyfully she would 
be his wife! 

Her feet began to hurry over ways that she had not trod 
since she wa3 a child. Long ago, when David was seven years 

188 



old, he had been taken from his mother’s court and put into 
rooms near his father’s. The little girl Leah had gone with 
him one day to see them, and then Madame Ezra had heard 
of it and had forbidden it. No woman except serving women 
should go to the men’s rooms. 

Now Leah’s feet found the forgotten path, and since it was 
the hour when the servants were busy preparing the noon meal, 
no one saw her. Thus she came unannounced to David’s door. 

David sat as Peony had left him, beside the table. Once he 
had risen to get a book, but he had not read it. He could not 
fix his mind upon the words even though he had thought he 
wanted to find them, because they had made a cluster of verses 
this morning when he saw Kueilan. They were not simple love 
verses. They were stern lines about the choice a man must 
make between love and duty. 

And yet, he pondered, even before he opened the book, he 
was not making a choice between love and duty. His choice 
lay with duty alone. He could still put aside the pretty Chinese 
girl whom now he not so much loved as knew he could love, 
did he make the choice that would allow him. No, what he 
must decide in the microcosm of his one being was the same 
decision that lay before all his people. Would he keep himself 
separate, dedicated to a faith that made him solitary among 
whatever people he lived, or would he pour the stream of his 
life into the rich ocean of all human life about him? Dare he 
lose himself in that ocean? But would he be lost? Nothing was 
ever lost. What he was, his ancestors in him, his children to 
come from him, would deepen the ocean, but they could not 
be lost. 

It was at this moment before decision, in the midst of his 
profound meditation, that he saw Leah upon his threshold. 
He rose to his feet, amazed that she had come here. 

‘Did you—are you looking for me?’ he stammered. 

The moment she looked at him her mind grew clear. There 
must be no more confusion between them. Soul must meetsoul, 

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Your mother sent for me this morning and 
blamed me much concerning you.’ 

‘That was wrong of her, 1 he said gently. But he was dazed. 



What did her coming at this moment mean? Did God Himself 
send her? 

She came in and sat down where a little while before Peony- 
had sat. David took his seat again. He saw that Leah had 
been crying, but something had dried her tears. Her great 
eyes were brilliant in their clarity and her cheeks were flushed. 
She was so beautiful that he wondered why he did not love 
her with all his heart and soul. His heart was silent. He could 
not love any one until his soul had made its choice. 

At this moment he saw the words of the tablet in the 
synagogue, engraved upon his own mind: 

‘Worship is to honour Heaven, and righteousness is to follow 
the ancestors. But the human mind has always existed before worship 
and righteousness.’ 

These bold dogged words of some ancient human being now 
strengthened David’s soul, and made him stubborn against 
God and man. 

‘You must not allow my mother to disturb you,’ he said 
abruptly. ‘She used to trouble me very much. When I was 
a little boy it seemed to me that I could never please her. 
I was never quite good enough.’ He smiled a little sadly. 
‘She is so good—so full of zeal.’ 

‘Your mother is right,’ Leah said strongly. ‘It is I who was 
wrong—you have been wrong. You too, David!’ 

‘Have I been wrong?’ He tried to be playful with these 
words, for he dreaded what he felt in her now, opposed to his 
own determination to be free. 

‘If it were not for women like your mother and men like 
my father,’ Leah said earnestly, ‘our people would long ago 
have been lost. We would have become as all other people 
are, without knowledge of the One True God. But they are 
the faithful, who have kept us a living and separate people.’ 

David’s eyes fell to her strong young hands clasped together 
and resting on the table. He was silent for a moment. Then 
he spoke very quietly. ‘Yet I wonder if it is not they who turn 
others against us—still.’ 

Leah’s lips parted. He saw that she did not understand his 
meaning. ‘It is hard for people to believe that we are better 
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than they/ he went on. ‘And after all, how are we better, 
Leah? We are good merchants, we get rich, we are clever, 
and we make music and paint pictures and weave fine satins, 
and wherever we are we do well—and then we rouse men’s 
hatred and they kill us. Why? This is what I ask myself night 
and day, and I think I begin to see why.’ 

Leah could not endure these words. ‘Men hate us because 
they envy us/ she declared. ‘They do not want to know God. 
They are evil and they do not want to be good/ 

David shook his head. ‘We say they are evil. We say we 
are good.’ 

Leah was shocked by these words. ‘David, how can you so 
wilfully misunderstand the meaning of the Torah?’ she cried. 
All her young energy was in the earnestness of her voice and 
eyes. ‘Has my father not told you? It is not that we are good. 
It is that God has chosen us to make known His will, through 
our Torah. If we are lost, then who will keep alive goodness? 
Shall the earth belong to the evil?’ 

To this David replied with some fire of his own. ‘I know 
no evil men—or women/ he maintained. He felt angry with 
Leah because she was stubborn also, and he said suddenly, 
‘If I were to speak the name of an evil man I would say it is 
your brother, Aaron.’ 

With these words he struck her to the heart. 

‘You—you dare to say that!’ she cried. ‘You should be 
ashamed, David!’ 

‘Because he is your brother?’ David demanded. 

‘No—because he is—is—one of us!’ Leah cried. 

David laughed harshly. ‘Now here is the proof of what I sayl 
Justice is not in you, Leah, any more than it is in my mother. 
For me a man is good or evil, whether he is Jew or not.’ 

Leah faltered before his wrath. ‘What has Aaron done?’ 

David rose and went to the open door and stood, his back 
to her. ‘I cannot tell you what he did,’ he said haughtily. 
‘It would not be fit for your ears.’ He stared out into the 
bamboo-shaded court. 

‘There is nothing my brother does that I cannot know/ 
Leah retorted, 
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‘Hear it, then,’ David said. ‘He behaved foully to a woman.’ 

Leah was silent a moment. Wisdom bade her say no more, 
but she was filled with anger against David. He had escaped 
her again and she was angry and frightened beyond any 
wisdom. 

‘What woman?’ she demanded. 

‘I will not tell you,’ David answered. His back was still 
turned to her and he continued to look into the court. 

Now at this moment Small Dog chose to appear at the moon 
gate opposite where he stood. She paused on the threshold 
and peered at him with her sad round eyes, and her red tongue 
hung out of the corner of her mouth. It was her habit to 
follow Peony, but being lazy and slow, she was always late. 
She followed by scent and not by sight. 

But Leah knew that Small Dog always came after Peony, 
and quick as the flame to tinder, she understood. ‘I know 
what woman!’ she said. ‘It was Peony!’ 

David cursed Small Dog in his heart, but what was there to 
say? He strode back into the room and he sat down and 
clapped the palms of his hands on the table. ‘It was Peony!’ he 
shouted. ‘A bondmaid in the house where he was guest!’ 

Their eyes met in common fury, and neither yielded. 

‘If it had been any other woman, you would not have cared!’ 
Leah cried wildly. She had only one longing now, and it was 
to wound David with all her strength, and she searched for the 
words that would hurt him most. ‘I know why you do not 
want me!’ she cried. ‘Peony has corrupted you and spoiled 
you and made you weak to the bone. She has stolen your very 
soul.’ She could not go on. She tided not to weep, but she 
began to sob aloud and she hated herself for breaking, 

David’s anger left him suddenly. Looking into the beautiful 
distressed face, he was filled with tenderness and pity. ‘It is 
not Peony whom I love,’ he said. ‘Some one else—perhaps— 
some one you have never even seen.’ So his heart made its 
own choice, after all, and his soul was silent. 

Leah stopped crying. She stared at him, her eyes blank, 
her lips quivering, while the meaning of these words seeped 
into her mind. She felt them thunder in her heart and drain 
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through her blood like poison. Then her mind grew dark. 
She leaped to her feet and tore down the sword that hung upon 
the wall within the reach of her right hand. She seized it and 
swung it across the table. The sharp curved blade, struck 
David across the head. He put up his hand, felt the gush of 
blood, his eyes glazed, and he fell. Leah stared down at him, 
the sword still gripped in her hand. 

At this moment Small Dog, who had watched all this, 
pattered forward and smelled at her master. She touched the 
tip of her tongue to his blood, and then, lifting her head, she 
began to howl. 

When she heard the sound of the dog’s trail the sword 
dropped from Leah’s hand. All her reason caxne flooding back 
to her. She fell to her knees and took the sleeve of her robe and 
put it to David’s head. ‘Oh, God,’ she whispered. 'How could 
I?’ Her whole being melted. ‘Oh, what shall I do?’ she moaned. 

And all the while Small Dog continued to wail. 

Now Peony was used to Small Dog’s voice, and whenever 
she heard it if the dog did not come she went to find her. She 
heard the high keening of the dog through the open doors of 
the courts and she rose quickly and followed the sound, and so 
she came to David’s court. Through the open door she saw 
Leah kneeling and weeping and the sword was on the floor, 

‘Heaven—how did he wound himself?’ Peony screamed, 
running into the room. 

Then Leah stood up, and all her blood rushed up into her 
face. ‘I did it,’ she said. Her voice was strangled in her throat. 

‘You!’ Peony whispered. She gave Leah one dreadful look. 
‘Help me get him to his bed! Then go and tell his mother!’ 

She ordered Leah as though Leah were the maid and she 
the mistress, and Leah, trembling, obeyed her. Together the 
two girls lifted David and carried him into the other room 
and laid him upon his bed, and his head fell back and blood 
streamed on the pillow. 

‘Oh, he is dead!’ Leah shrieked. 

‘No, he is not,’ Peony said hardily. ‘Leave him to me. Go 
and tell his mother.’ 

‘I cannot, I cannot,’ Leah wailed. 
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Peony turned on her. ‘Shall I let him die while I go ? 1 she 
demanded. 

To this what answer could there be? Sobbing aloud, Leah 
ran out of the room, and then she paused, weeping and dazed. 
There was the sword. It lay on the floor beside Small Dog, 
who sat as though guarding it for a witness. Leah stood beside 
that sword. Then she stooped and picked it up and Small Dog 
growled. But Leah paid no heed to the dog. She lifted the 
sword and drew it across her own throat and the sharp quick 
blade did its work. She sank down, the sword clattered on the 
tile floor, and the little dog began to bark furiously. 

In the other room Peony heard Leah’s footsteps stop. Under 
her hand she felt David’s heart beating and she stood, her hand 
on his heart, listening. Then she heard the silence and then 
she waited. Then she heard the dog growl. She waited again. 
The next moment she heard the clatter, and she ran on noise¬ 
less feet to the curtained door. There Leah lay, her neck half 
severed and her hair already soaked with blood. The sword 
was beside her, and the little dog barked on. 

‘Hush,’ Peony said, ‘hush, Small Dog.’ 

She stepped into the room and then ran as though ghosts 
pursued her. Now Peony had bade Leah fetch Madame Ezra, 
but at this frightful moment she herself had not courage 
enough to call her. She ran instead for Wang Ma, and she 
kept silent, not wanting any other to know first what 
had befallen. 

Before she found Wang Ma she found Old Wang. He had 
taken advantage of the noonday heat, when all slept, to pull 
a watermelon out of the north well. This melon he had split 
and now he was -enjoying its golden coolness in a quiet and 
little-used corridor to the kitchen court. Peony had chosen 
this corridor and so she came upon him. At first he was 
frightened lest she see the stolen melon; then he perceived 
that she did not even see what he was doing. 

‘Where is Wang Ma?’ she asked. 

‘Sleeping under the bamboos yonder.’ He pointed with his 
chin. 
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Peony hastened on, and soon she saw Wang Ma sitting on 
a stool and sound asleep, her face on her knees. 

‘Wang Ma!’ she cried in a low and urgent voice. 

Wang Ma woke instantly from the light slumber of the 
watchful servant. She stared at Peony, stupid with sleep, and 
Peony shook her shoulder. 

: Wang Ma—here’s death! The Jewess and our young 
master quarrelled. She flung the sword at him, at his 
head.’ 

‘Oh, Heaven,’ Wang Ma muttered. She jumped up. 
‘Where?’ she cried. 

‘In his courts. Wait! Wang Ma, she turned the sword on 
herself.’ 

‘Both—dead?’ Wang Ma’s voice was a whisper of terror. 

‘No—only she.’ 

‘Do the old ones know?’ 

‘Shall I tell them, or will you?’ 

The two women looked at each other. Both were thinking 
fast. 

‘I will go and prepare for what the old ones must see,’ 
Wang Ma decided. ‘Do you go to tell them.’ 

So they parted, and Peony went to Madame Ezra. It was 
better to tell her first, she thought, but when she came to the 
door, there was Ezra too, and so there was nothing but to tell 
them both. 

They cried out at the sight of her face. ‘What is wrong 
with you?’ Madame Ezra exclaimed. 

‘Be silent, Naomi,’ Ezra commanded her. He rose, but 
Peony beckoned with both her hands. She could not tell 
them, after all. They must see for themselves. ‘Come—come 
—the two of you! Oh—oh!’ 

She began to weep and to run back again from where she 
came, and they looked at one another and without another 
word they hastened after her. 

With what fearful hearts did these two parents follow after 
Peony when they saw her footsteps turn towards David’s court! 
They said not one word but hastened on and Madame Ezra 
was ahead. 
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At the moon gate Peony stopped. ‘I must tell you . . .’ 
she began. 

But Madame Ezra pushed her aside and went on. 

Ezra hesitated. ‘Is David-?’ he asked, and his lips 

were dry. 

‘No,’ Peony said. ‘Not he—but oh, Master, be ready—Leah 
has taken her own life—with that sword!’ 

Now Ezra cried out and he pushed past her, too, and he 
followed Madame Ezra and then Peony followed. But the 
room where Leah had lain was empty. Wang Ma had caught 
Old Wang by the collar as she passed him and together they 
had hastened on. Together they had lifted Leah from the floor 
and they had carried her into the room in the next court where 
the Rabbi had taught David the Torah, and there upon a 
couch they laid her and Wang Ma tore a curtain from a door 
and covered her with it. While she did this Old Wang went 
back and took off his jacket and sopped up the blood upon the 
tiles and dipped water from the pool and wiped the place clean. 

So now when Madame Ezra looked in she saw only empti¬ 
ness, and then she hastened into David’s room and there he 
lay upon his bed. Peony had bound her own white silk girdle 
about his head to stanch the wound, and he lay as though he 
slept, but breathing hard and fast. Madame Ezra was wild 
with fear. She screamed his name and when he did not answer 
she abused Peony. 

‘Wait, Naomi,’ Ezra commanded her. ‘We must send for 
the physician.’ 

‘But why did you not tell me he had wounded himself?’ 
Madame Ezra cried at Peony, and she took the girl by the 
shoulders and shook her and Ezra had to come between them. 
Peony did not say a word, for she did not blame her mistress. 
She knew that sorrow distracted Madame Ezra and that it 
would ease her to let her anger out. Old Wang came in at 
this moment and Wang Ma too, and Ezra commanded Old 
Wang to go at once for the physician and Wang Ma to go 
and brew herbs. 

So Peony was left alone to tell what had happened. This 
she did in a few simple words. Ezra and Madame Ezra 
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listened, their hearts beating, their eyes wide, and Madame 
Ezra sat down beside David and began chafing his hands, and 
she said nothing. 

‘But why did they quarrel?’ Ezra asked in sad wonder. 

‘I do not know , 1 Peony said. ‘I thought only of him when I 
saw him lying there, and while I bound his head she- 1 

Madame Ezra burst into sudden loud weeping. ‘Oh, that 
wicked, wicked girl—and I treated her as though she were my 
own daughter! What if she has killed my son!’ 

‘Leah was not wicked , 1 Ezra said sorrowfully. ‘Something 
drove her mad—but now we will never know what it was . 1 

Madame Ezra stopped weeping suddenly. ‘I shall never 
forgive her , 5 she said. 

‘Even if David lives ? 1 Ezra asked. 

‘She tried to kill him , 1 she replied. 

At this moment David stirred and opened his eyes, and 
looked from one face to the other. 

‘Leah ? 1 he asked faintly. 

‘Hush ! 1 Madame Ezra said. 

‘But she—never meant . . .’ His voice trailed away, 

‘Hush ! 1 Madame Ezra said fiercely. 

‘Do not speak, my son , 1 Ezra said. He came near and took 
David’s hand, and thus the parents waited. But David closed 
his eyes again and spoke no more. Now Wang Ma brought 
the bowl of herb tea and a spoon and Peony fed the tea to 
David slowly until at last the doctor came. He was a small, 
stooped, silent man and he wore great horn-rimmed spectacles 
and he smelled of ginger and dried bones. 

They rose and stood when he came in and stood waiting 
and watchful while he examined the wound and felt the pulse 
and meditated a while. 

‘Will my son live ? 1 Ezra asked at last. 

‘He will live , 1 the physician said, ‘but for a long time Ills 
life will not be secure. The wound is not only of the flesh. 
His spirit has received a blow . 5 

‘What shall we do ? 1 Madame Ezra implored. 

‘Give him his way in everything , 5 the physician answered. 
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VIII 


D AVID woke. He was in his bed. It was night and 
dark except for the glimmer of light from the small 
bean-oil night lamp set on the table outside the bed 
curtains. Night? But the sun had been shining! 

‘Leah,’ he called faintly. 

Peony heard him instantly. She was sitting on a hard stool, 
purposely uncomfortable so that she would not doze and 
would hear the slightest change even in David’s breathing. 
Now she tiptoed to the bed, parted the curtains, and looked 
down on him. His waking eyes looked up at her. 

‘Leah , 5 he whispered again. 

‘Leah is asleep,’ Peony said. 

She took her soft silk handkerchief and wiped his cheeks 
and lips. 

‘I feel—weak,’ he muttered. 

‘You need food,’ she replied. ‘Lie still.’ She let the curtains 
fall, and going to a small charcoal brazier set on the table she 
took the lid from a pot simmering on the coals, and with a 
long-handled ladle she dipped the soup of rice and red sugar 
into a bowl. She moved in quietness, soft in all she did, and 
she went back to the bed. 

‘I will feed you,’ she said tenderly. 

She feared lest David ask her how he came to be lying in 
his bed. But he did not ask. He drank slowly, mouthful by 
mouthful, the warm sweet mixture. Red sugar was to make 
blood. Then he had lost much blood. That was why he was 
weak. His head pained him greatly. He remembered why 
this was. Leah had struck him with the sword. Pie saw her 
wild beautiful face, her hands holding the uplifted sword. As 
long as he lived he would remember. Nothing she could say 
or do would make him forget. And she was sleeping! 

‘My head hurts me,’ he muttered. 

‘I will give you a little opium,’ Peony said, going back to 
the table. She prepared the opium pipe, heating the pill of 
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opium until it was soft, and then going back to the bed she 
put the mouthpiece to Da\dd's lips. 

‘Breathe it in, Young Master,’ she said. 

He breathed it in again and again and the fumes curled 
about the paths of his brain. The pain eased and in the 
gradual relief he saw Peony’s face, surrounded by light, 

‘How kind—how—how kind—how kind-’ he began, and 

he could not leave off babbling. 

She put her hand on his lips and stilled them. ‘I love you,’ 
she said distinedy. ‘I could never hurt you—I love you. Do 
you hear me?’ 

Pie smiled in delightful drowsiness and could not answer. 
He sank into velvet softness, smelled fragrance, heard music, 
saw Peony’s face over and over again, tender with love, and 
his eyes closed. 

When Peony was sure he slept, she felt the pulse in his 
wrist. It was stronger than it had been. She could leave him 
safely for the few moments she needed to go and tell Madame 
Ezra that he had waked and had eaten and now was sleeping 
again. Silently she went into the other room and passed Old 
Wang, sleeping in a chair beside the table, his head on his 
folded arms. Ezra had commanded him to stay the night, 
ready for Peony’s bidding. Pitying him in his sleep, Peony 
went on without waking him. 

The house was strange at night, silent in the soft darkness. 
She walked lonely through one court and the next. At each 
gate a paper lantern was hung to guide her, and she 
followed the dim light. When she passed her own court 
Small Dog heard her and pattered after her, sniffing and 
yawning. 

Thus they came to Madame Ezra’s court. A light burned 
in the bedroom and there Peony went. Madame Ezra was 
sitting up against pillows, asleep in her bed. She had not 
meant to sleep, doubtless, but weariness had been too much 
for her. Her head was thrown back, her mouth was slightly 
open, and she was breathing deeply. 

Peony stood between the parted curtains, and dreaded to 
wake her. ‘Mistress—Mistress,’ she called. She made her 
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voice very soft at first, then louder, winning back t.he wander¬ 
ing troubled soul. 

Madame Ezra choked and started. ‘Eh!’ she cried, and 
opening her eyes, she started forward and stared at Peony. 
Her soul was still only half-way home, and Peony took her 
hands and clapped them. 

‘Nothing but good news,’ she murmured. ‘Our young lord 
waked, he ate, he sleeps again.’ 

Madame Ezra came fully to herself. ‘Is he asking for me?’ 

Now Peony did not want to say that he had not asked for 
his mother, so she replied, ‘He was still confused with pain in 
his head, and after he had eaten I made the pipe ready, and 
eased him. lie is asleep again.’ 

‘Did he say nothing?’ Madame Ezra demanded. She pulled 
her hands away from Peony’s. 

‘He called Leah’s name,’ Peony replied. 

‘What did you tell him?’ Madame Ezra demanded. 

‘I told him she was sleeping,’ Peony said. 

Madame Ezra leaned back and sighed. 

‘I must return to him,’ Peony went on. 

‘When he wakes do not tell him Leah is dead,’ Madame 
Ezra commanded her. 

‘I will not,’ Peony promised, and she went back again, 
pausing only to lock Small Dog into her room lest David wake. 

David was still sleeping when she came to him, and Peony 
herself felt very weary. Now that he had eaten she did not 
fear so much that he might die, and she crept upon the foot 
of his bed and curled herself small on top of the covers and 
thought how she would conceal Leah’s death for a day or two, 
at least. So tender was David’s conscience that he would 
blame himself somehow for what had happened. Yet how was 
anyone to blame except Leah herself, and her own god-driven 
soul? 

‘How to make him believe this!’ Peony murmured distress¬ 
fully. 

Yet he must believe it, or Leah’s power would continue 
over him as long as he lived. He would cling, as all his people 
did, to his own suffering. 
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‘We must distract him,’ Peony told herself resolutely. ‘We 
must amuse him and make him happy in spite of himself.’ 

Upon this resolution she fell asleep. 

Yet how could Leah’s death be hidden from David? When 
he woke in the morning he asked no one where she was, but 
his eyes were thoughtful. Peony felt him stir and she w T as up 
and tending him and Ezra came in soon after dawn, before 
he had washed or dressed, and Madame Ezra came, wrapped 
in a great quilted robe, and Wang Ma came and Old Wang, 
and servants peered in at the door to see their young master 
so that they could carry the news outside. Still David asked 
no question of any one. The old doctor came again and took 
off the silk bandages that bound David’s wound, and he stared 
at the black plasters that held the edges together, and declared 
that all was as well as possible, and he ordered the best of 
blood puddings. 

‘Pig’s blood is best,’ he declared. 

Ezra looked at his Naomi. ‘We do not cat pig, Elder 
Brother,’ he said gently to the old Chinese physician, ‘but if 
it is necessary for my son’s life-’ 

‘Pie is young and strong,’ the Chinese replied, ‘and chicken 
blood will do. Were he very old I would recommend woman’s 
milk instead of blood.’ 

So chicken blood was jelled into a pudding with the liver, 
and red rice was cooked with spinach roots and raw eggs 
mingled with it, and all this went to mend David’s wasted 
blood. Plis mother sat beside him all day and his father 
came and went restlessly, and still David asked no one 
of Leah. 

But the next day and the next, as he grew stronger, his ear 
caught certain sounds in the house. Stealthy feet came and 
went, and once he heard the Rabbi’s voice raised in a cry. 
Towards evening he heard the pounding of a carpenter’s 
hammer. His father and mother were with him, and Peony 
was heating water on the charcoal brazier. 

‘Mother,’ David said. 

Madame Ezra rose from the chair in which she was sitting 
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and went to his bed. ‘Yes, my son ? 1 Her voice was so 
sad and her whole manner so subdued that she seemed 
strange. 

‘Where is Leali?’ David asked distinctly. 

Madame Ezra turned to look at Ezra. He sat beside the 
table moving one thumb slowly around the other. ‘We had 
better tell him, Naomi,’ he muttered. 

‘Have you punished Leah, Mother?’ David cried out. ‘Ah, 
that was wrong.’ 

‘God has punished her, my son,’ Madame Ezra said. 
Suddenly she began to weep. This tall, strong, hearty woman, 
who all her life had taken her own way, fell into an agony of 
weeping. She could say no more and she hastened from the 
room and Ezra went after her. There was only Peony left, 
and it was Peony who had to tell David. She went to him 
and she told him in soft, gentle, quick words. 

‘Leah went alone into the other room, while I stood here 
stanching your blood with my silk girdle. She took up the 
sword and drew it across her own throat—and her life flowed 
away.’ 

He closed his eyes. That blade, melting through the coarse 
doth of the caravan loads! He saw it sink into Leah’s flesh. 
Suddenly he was sick and Peony cried out and held the quilt 
under his mouth. 

‘Even dead she hurts you!’ she wailed. 

David fell back on his pillow exhausted. ‘Hush!’ he gasped. 
‘You can—never understand.’ 

These words dropped like stones into Peony’s soft heart. 
She did not reply; she could not, indeed. She lifted the quilt 
and took it away to be cleansed, and before she could return 
to David she paused behind a door and wiped her eyes with 
her sleeves for a moment. Then she turned aside and she 
entered the room where the carpenter had finished his work. 
The heavy camphor-wood coffin was made, and the lid stood 
ready against the wall. Within it servants had already placed 
Leah’s body. They had finished their task. Peony had done 
nothing, nor had Wang Ma. The undermaids had worked 
alone. Now only one young maid remained to smooth the 
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robes and put a candle into the folded hands, to light the dead 
girl’s soul upon its way. 

‘I covered her neck,’ the maid whispered. She had thrown 
a fold of silk across the wound. 

Peony went and looked upon Leah. The blood had drained 
away, and Leah’s face looked thin and unreal, as though it 
were made of some clear white substance. Her eyes were 
sunken and the long dark lashes were thick shadows on her 
cheeks. Her fine black hair fell back from her pale forehead 
and her lips were fixed and hard. 

Some one stumbled at the threshold and Peony looked up. 
It was the Rabbi, leaning on Iris staff. He stretched out his 
hands, feeling his way on the unfamiliar ground. 

‘Will some one lead me to my child?’ Tins he asked in his 
deep sorrowful voice, and Peony went and took his hand and 
led him in, and stood by him while he seemed to look at 
Leah’s face. 

‘I see my child,’ he said at last. T see her with her mother. 
Her mother went down to fetch her out of Hell. She will 
take her child before Jehovah, and she will cry to Him until 
He hears.’ 

Muttering to himself, the old Rabbi went on. ‘The mother 
will weep—she will beat her breast and Jehovah will hear her 
voice. Leah, my child, the Lord searcheth all hearts and 
understandeth all the imagination of the thoughts. If thou 
seek Him He will be found of thee.’ 

So passionate was this old man in his lonely murmuring to 
the dead girl that the little maid grew frightened and went 
away and Peony was left. She was frightened too, but she 
pitied the father. ‘Gome and rest, Old Teacher,’ she said 
sweetly, and she took the edge of his sleeve and pulled it. 

At the sound of her voice the Rabbi turned on her. His 
blind eyes opened wide and his long white beard quivered. 
‘Who are you, woman?’ he cried in a loud voice. 

Peony stood unable to move. This tall old man, towering 
above her, drove terror into her soul. 

His great voice shouted suddenly above her head. ‘God 
hath deprived this woman of wisdom! Neither hath He 
t.e. —14 203 



imparted to her understanding! She seeketh her prey and her 
eyes are afar off. Where the slain are, there is she.’ 

He stretched out his arms as though to seize her, and Peony, 
seeing those great thin hands, beautiful and terrible in their 
strength, turned and fled as though she were indeed pursued. 

The Rabbi heard her flying footsteps. He listened and a 
smile of cunning pleasure passed over his face. ‘Depart from 
me, ye workers of iniquity,’ he muttered. He lifted his eyes 
and seemed to look about triumphantly. Then he sighed and 
with difficulty he felt his way about the room. Around and 
around he went, and then he came unaware to the coffin 
again and he felt it carefully up and down and he put in his 
hand and touched Leah, her feet and knees, and her cold 
hands. When he found the candle he took it away and threw 
it on the ground. Then very slowly with trembling horror on 
his face and agony in his finger-tips he felt her wounded throat 
and then her thin blood-drained face. He had been told that 
Leah had lifted the sword against herself. Ezra had told him 
but he had not understood. Now the knowledge came into 
him and it was too much. He fell down upon the stone floor, 
unconscious, and so he was found, hours later, when the burial 
women came to fill the coffin with lime and the carpenter to 
close the lid. They lifted the old man up and placed him on 
a couch and went to tell Ezra and Madame Ezra. 

‘Let Aaron be brought,’ Madame Ezra commanded. 

But no one could find Aaron. Rachel declared that he had 
not come home the whole night before. There was nothing 
to do but tend the old man back again, and under Madame 
Ezra’s direction this was done. He was carried to his bed in 
the house and laid upon it. 

It was Madame Ezra who first perceived what fresh disaster 
had befallen. The old Rabbi came back. He sighed, a groan 
burst from his lips, and he struggled as though he fought some 
unseen spirit. Wang Ma was watching him and she ran to 
call Madame Ezra. When she entered the room he opened 
his eyes. Madame Ezra spoke very gently, ‘Father, I am here.’ 

But the Rabbi’s sightless eyes only stared. 

Wang Ma cried out in terror, ‘Oh, Mistress, his soul is lost!’ 
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So indeed it was. For days the Rabbi did not speak at all. 
He lay on his couch, he took food, but he was silent. Even 
to pray he did not speak. When one day, without cause, he 
opened his mouth, it was to speak without knowledge. His 
soul was gone for ever. He knew no one and remembered 
nothing except the days when Leah was a child, and her 
mother had been in the house with him. 

Thus the Rabbi entered into Heaven before he died, and 
Ezra in the great kindness of his heart said to his servants, 
‘Prepare a place for him. I will take care of him as long as 
he lives.’ 

He spoke without thought of his own goodness, but Madame 
Ezra’s heart was shaken. When the servants were gone she 
turned to her husband and humbled herself as she had never 
done before. 

‘You are so good,’ she sobbed. They stood side by side and 
she put out one hand to feel for his and covered her eyes with 
the other. ‘I wish I had been better to you, Ezra.’ 

‘Why, you have been very good, my dear,’ he said pleasantly. 
He took her hand and held it. 

‘No, I have often been bad-tempered with you,’ she sobbed. 

‘I know how often I have tried you, Naomi,’ Ezra replied. 

‘I shall be better,’ Madame Ezra promised. 

‘Do not be too good, my wife,’ Ezra said, trying to make 
a joke for her comfort. ‘Else how can I be your match? I like 
to have a little temper sometimes.’ 

‘You are good—you are good,’ she insisted, and knowing 
her intensity, he let this pass. He drew her hand through his 
arm and led her out of the room, talking cheerfully as they 
went. 

‘Now, my Naomi, we must remember that our son lives, 
and that we have our duty to mend his life and make him 
happy. Little children must be born here again, and we must 
forget the past.’ 

So he talked, pressing her heart towards the future, and 
she subdued herself and tried to be dutiful. 

‘Yes, Ezra,’ she murmured, ‘yes, yes—you are right.’ 

He was alarmed at such submission and anxious lest she 
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were ill. Then he reasoned with himself that it would not last. 
She was a hearty woman and time would bring back her 
temper and her health, and so he let her say what she would. 
But Madame Ezra’s heart was sore with sorrow and bewildered 
with the downfall of all her plans and the loss of all her hopes. 
She grew weak, for the moment at least. 

‘Ezra,’ she quavered when he had led her to her own rooms 
and had helped her into her chair, ‘what shall we do with our 
son?’ This was the question that had been tearing at her 
thoughts ever since she saw Leah lying dead. 

Ezra stood above his weeping wife, and for the first time 
in their life he knew himself master of this woman whom in 
his fashion he had loved, and he knew that now he truly loved 
her. He took her plump hand in his and caressed it. ‘Let us 
think only of his happiness, my dear,’ he coaxed. ‘Let us have 
the wedding as quickly as possible.’ 

She raised wet and humble eyes to Iris. ‘You mean-’ 

She faltered. 

He nodded. ‘I mean the pretty child he loves, the daughter 
of Kung Chen. I will go to the father and we will set the day 
and we will bring joy into the house again.’ 

‘But Leah-’ Madame Ezra began. 

Ezra spoke quickly, as though he had already decided 
everything. ‘She will be buried to-morrow, and we will allow 
a month’s mourning. By then David will be well.’ 

Madame Ezra could not answer this. A month! She bowed 
her head and drew away her hand. 

Ezra stood for a moment longer. ‘Are you willing, my wife?’ 
he asked in a full strong voice. 

Madame Ezra nodded. ‘Yes, I am willing.’ Her voice was 
weary and she no longer rebelled, and Ezra bent and kissed 
her cheek and went away without another word. 

Upon the day of Leah’s burial it rained and Ezra forbade 
David to leave his bed. This made grief, for David had sworn 
himself able to get up. Leah dead had laid hold on his 
thoughts as Leah alive had not been able to do. He felt guilt 
in himself that he could not fathom. He said to himself that 
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had he been more patient that last day she would never have 
lost her reason so wholly and he might have saved her. Now 
it seemed to him that he must follow her body to the grave. 

But Ezra would not hear to it, and David was astonished 
by the strength in his father’s face and voice and by the power 
of his determination. Moreover, his mother did not speak to 
differ. David looked to her to take his part, but what she said 
astonished him still more. 

‘My son, obey your father,’ she said. 

With the two of them thus united against him, David could 
not contend further, and so he only rose and went to the room 
where Leah’s closed coffin lay. There he stood leaning on a 
manservant and Peony was beside him to watch lest he faint, 
and he stood and waited until he was left behind. The bearers 
lifted the heavy coffin and the few mourners followed. The 
Rabbi was there, wondering and smiling, but Aaron was not. 
Until this day Aaron had not been found, and Ezra said that 
he must have run away from the city. 

‘When all our trouble is over, I will find him and bring 
him back,’ he told Madame Ezra. ‘As it is, who misses him? 
The Rabbi has forgotten everything, and Leah is gone.’ 

David stood watching and sorrowful while the little pro¬ 
cession went through the court and out of the gate, and then 
he turned and went back to his bed again. There he lay with 
his eyes closed and Peony was too wise to speak to him. She 
sat beside him, letting him feel her presence in silence. David 
did not speak and Peony did not rouse him. She knew that 
sorrow must be spent before joy can take its place, but well 
she knew that sorrow passes, too. 

Outside the city, in the lot of ground upon a hill that was 
the resting-place of the Jews, Leah was put into the earth 
beside her mother. The Rabbi, her father, stood between Ezra 
and Madame Ezra, smiling and blind in the cool autumn 
sunshine. But when Ezra spoke, unexpectedly he obeyed. 

‘Pray, Father,’ Ezra commanded in a loud voice at his car. 

The old Rabbi lifted his face to the sky. ‘How warm is the 
sun,’ he murmured. And then after an instant he began thus 
to pray: 
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'Look down from heaven, and behold from the habitation 
of Thy holiness and Thy glory! Doubtless Thou art our 
Father, though Abraham be ignorant of us, and Israel acknow¬ 
ledges us not. Thou, O Lord, art our Father. Thy name is 
from everlasting. We are thine. . . .’ And then the Rabbi 
imagined that he was in the synagogue, and from habit he 
spread out his hands and cried out. ‘The Lord God, Jehovah, 
the One True God! 1 

Around them passers-by had stopped in curiosity to watch 
and stare, and the Chinese coffin-bearers stood wondering in 
the strange presence of this old man. 

Thus unwittingly did the Rabbi pray over his dead child’3 
grave. Ezra saw Madame Ezra weep, and he stepped between 
them and supported them both, and when the grave was filled 
and die sod packed hard upon the earth, he led them away 
and took them home. 
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IX 


I N the ninth moon month, at a time when heat was gone 
and cold not yet come, the day of David’s marriage was 
set. It was the thirty-third day after Leah’s death, and the 
sod upon her grave was still green. 

Thus David saw it when he first went to look upon that 
grave. He had acquiesced by silence when his father told him 
that the wedding had been decided upon and he had been 
silent when he heard that exchange of gifts had been made. 
‘Does this please you, my son?’ Ezra had asked at last. 

‘Yes, Father, if it pleases you and my mother,’ David had 
answered. He had recovered from his wound, but it had left 
a scar across his forehead that would be there until his skull 
was dust. Though his flesh was healed, his spirit had not 
recovered. He was listless for many hours of the day, and at 
night he slept ill, and his old healthy greediness for good food 
had not returned. All this Peony saw, but she said nothing. 
She tended him now as she had tended him in the old days 
when he was a child, and Madame Ezra did not forbid her 
any more. 

‘Tell me what will please you, my son,’ Ezra said anxiously. 
He put his big hot hand on David’s thin one and David shrank 
from his father’s touch. He felt his father too eager and too 
pressing, over-anxious and excessively hearty. His strength 
was not equal yet to meet his father’s love. 

‘I must marry, I know,’ David said. 

‘You need not—you need not,’ Ezra said. But his face fell, 
‘Yes, I must,’ David said. 

‘Not if you do not love this daughter of Kung,’ Ezra said. 

‘I do not love any one yet, perhaps,’ David said with a 
small smile. 

Ezra was perturbed indeed. He sat back and put his hands 
on his knees. ‘I thought you were writing her poems!’ he 
exclaimed, 

‘I was—but-' So David said. 
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‘Did you leave off before-’ Ezra asked, and could not 

go on to mention Leah. 

‘Before Leah died?’ David said for him. ‘No—yes, I left a 
poem unfinished. That was because I met Leah—in the peach 
garden.’ 

‘Do you mourn her?’ Ezra demanded. 

David considered long before he spoke. They were sitting 
in his father’s room, for Ezra had sent for him to tell him that 
the betrothal was completed. 

‘No,’ David said at last. ‘I do not mourn. I wish she 

had not died—as she did. If she had lived-’ He paused 

again. 

Ezra’s hair prickled on his scalp and along his arms and 
legs. ‘Would you have wed her?’ he demanded when David 
paused too long. 

David shook his head slowly. When he did so he felt the 
scar upon his head ache. ‘No,’ he said, and then with more 
vigour he said again, ‘No, Father, of that be sure. But had 
Leah lived I would have wed this other one with more joy. 
Can you understand that?’ 

Ezra’s jaw dropped and he stared back at his son and shook 
his head. It was beyond him. 

‘Poor Father,’ David said tenderly. ‘Why should I trouble 
you? I will marry, and I will have sons and daughters, and 
I will do well with my life. After the wedding I will come 
back to the shop and everything will go as before, but better 
—much better.’ 

He rose, put a smile on his face, and bowed to his father 
and went away. Behind him Ezra sat doubtful for a long time, 
sighed, and then went to his shop, his underlip thrust out for 
the rest of the day and his temper bad. 

As for David, he was restless and he was so irritable with 
Peony that she gave up trying to please him and she sat 
quietly and did her sewing. This was usually embroidery of 
some sort, but to-day she was not working on silks. She had 
a piece of fine white linen in her hands, shaped to the sole 
of a foot. 

David watched her little fingers moving in and out of the 
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cloth, drawing the needle up and down and through, and at 
last he asked her what she did. 

‘Your feet are tender from lying in bed,’ she replied calmly. 
‘I know that the socks the sewing maids make are painful for 
you. These I am sewing with flat seams, so that there is no 
seam inside to tear your skin.’ 

He did not reply to this, but he continued to lounge in his 
chair and look at her idly. ‘I am to be married, Peony,’ he 
said suddenly. 

She lifted her eyes to look at him, and then her eyelids 
dropped again to the sewing. ‘I know,’ she said. 

‘Are you pleased with me now?’ he demanded. 

‘It is not for me to be pleased or displeased,’ she said gently. 

‘You shall stay here, Peony, exactly as you have always,’ 
he went on. 

‘Thank you,’ she said. Then she added, ‘Young Master.’ 

He paid no heed to this. ‘I suppose you will want to marry, 
too, one day,’ he said abruptly. 

‘When I do, I will tell you,’ she replied. All this time her 
fingers were flying very fast, the needle piercing in and out. 
He was not thinking of her and well she knew it. Plis mind 
was wandering round itself. But she was not prepared for 
what came next from him. 

‘I want to go and see where Leah is buried,’ he said. 

She laid the cloth down upon her knees and looked at him, 
exasperated with love. ‘And why on this day do you want to 
go?’ she inquired. ‘It is ill fortune to link death with life.’ 

‘If I go and see her grave, I shall know she is dead,’ he 
said strangely. 

Peony looked at him with concern. ‘But you know Leah 
is dead,’ she reasoned. 

‘I keep seeing her,’ he replied. 

They sat in the room where Leah had died, and Peony 
remembered this, but she did not wish to recall it to his mind. 
She had thought many times that David’s rooms should be 
moved elsewhere in the house, but first he had been too ill 
to be moved and then when she spoke of it he refused, saying 
that these had been his rooms since his childhood and he liked 


211 



them best. Now in the secret place of her thought Peony made 
up her mind that she would tell Madame Ezra that indeed he 
must have his married life in other rooms, in larger courts, and 
these rooms should be sealed or given to visitors. 

She folded the cloth and put it into a box inlaid with ivory 
where she kept her sewing things. ‘If you wish to go and see 
that grave I will go with you,’ she said. 

‘Now?’ he asked. 

‘Now,’ she agreed. 

So it happened that on this day, a mild still day in the 
autumn, David rode in his mule cart outside the city wall to 
the place where Leah was buried. It was a quiet place not 
far from the river bank, and not far too from the synagogue. 
He knew it well, for here his grandparents and his ancestors 
were buried among many others of the Jews who had died 
during the centuries of their sojourn here. The graves were 
tall, like Chinese graves, and the marking stones were 
< small. 

To Leah’s grave Peony led him, for she knew where it was. 
She had not come here to the funeral, since she had stayed 
behind with David, but Wang Ma had told her that Leah’s 
grave lay to the east, away from the river and beside her 
mother’s grave. 

There they went and David sat down upon the coat that 
Peony folded on the grass. The place was still, the air damp 
and cool under a grey sky. Around them the tall tombs stood, 
but David gazed at Leah’s grave. The earth was fresh beneath 
the sod that had been placed over it, and the sod had taken 
good root. A few wild asters of a pale purple were blooming 
in the grass. 

‘I cannot feel she is there,’ David said at last. 

‘She is there,’ Peony said firmly. 

‘Do you believe in the spirit?’ David asked her. 

‘I do not think about spirits,’ Peony replied. She stood 
beside him, but now she stooped and pressed her palm against 
his cheek. ‘Are you chill?’ she asked. 

He shook his head. ‘Leave me alone a while,’ he com¬ 
manded. 
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‘I will not/ Peony replied. ‘It is my duty to stay with you, 
or I shall be blamed for any ill you have. 5 

So she stood there beside him, a small straight figure, her 
iace to the grave. But her eyes went beyond it. Over the low 
wall she saw fields and villages, and beyond them the flat 
bright surface of the river, and the sail of a boat hanging 
against a mast. What was in David’s mind she did not know, 
but she would not yield him up to Leah’s spirit. She did 
believe deeply in spirits, and she knew that the spirit of the 
dead clings always to the living. With all the strength of her 
inner being she now opposed Leah’s spirit. 

Stay in your grave, she said silently, and she opposed her 
will to Leah’s will. You have lost him and you shall not harm 
him any more. 

So she held herself hard against every memory of Leah and 
all that Leah had meant, and at last David sighed and rose 
to his feet. 

‘She is dead,’ he said sadly. 

‘Let me put this coat on you,’ Peony said. ‘Your flesh is 
cold.’ 

He shivered. ‘I am cold—let us go home quickly.’ 

‘Yes—yes,’ she agreed, and she hastened him to the mule 
cart, and when they were driven over the rough cobblestone 
road to the gate she hurried him out of the cart and into his 
rooms and she made him go to bed and she fetched a hot 
stone for his feet and hot broth for him to drink and she sat 
beside him until he slept. Then she went to Madame Ezra 
and told her faithfully what had happened. Madame Ezra 
listened, her dark and tragic eyes fixed on Peony’s face, and 
Peony braced herself, prepared herself for temper. But 
Madame Ezra was not angry. She heard, she sighed, and 
then she said quietly, ‘Now that he has seen the grave, we 
will forget the past and prepare for the future.’ 

It was the first time in all her life that Peony had heard 
such words from Madame Ezra, to whom the past had always 
been most dear, and she pitied this older woman and felt a 
new love for her, ‘My dear mistress,’ she said gently, ‘I 
promise you that the future will be happy for you, too.’ 

213 



Madame Ezra shook her head and two tears fell out of her 
eyes. ‘If God wills,’ she murmured. 

Peony bowed and did not answer this, but as she went away 
to her own bed she thought to herself that gods had little 
indeed to do with mortal happiness. 

The day of David’s wedding dawned clear and cold. The 
day stood alone in the calendar of early winter. It was neat- 
no feast day, and there were no memories about it. It was 
simply a day chosen by the geomancer under Kung Chen’s 
direction, a lucky day when the horoscopes of the man and 
woman met under a fortunate star. 

Since David was young, since his strength and health had 
returned to him fully, since his heart was restless and eager to 
live again, he rose with some excitement and even with joy. 
He had allowed himself to become possessed gradually with 
the thought of the pretty girl coming now to be his wife. It 
was inevitable, he told himself. Even had his mother wished 
to put another daughter of their people in Leah’s place, there 
was no other. Among their people the poor were more than 
the rich, and there was no family to match the House of Ezra. 
With all her zeal, he knew his mother was too prudent to 
bring into the house a daughter-in-law with many poor and 
greedy kinsfolk. If not a Leah, then why not the pretty girl 
he had seen and knew he could love? 

Thus thinking, David loosed the cords that had bound his 
heart and he welcomed his marriage day. 

Never had Peony found him so fanciful and so wilful. He 
rose early and he washed himself in three baths, the last 
perfumed, and he was dissatisfied with the way his hair curled, 
and she must brush it as straight as she could with scented 
oils. He had wanted every garment new, and these new gar¬ 
ments had been, made of a clear yellow silk, and now he wished 
them pale green. The yellow, he said, made him look too dark. 

Peony lost her patience at last. ‘But you yourself ordered 
the yellow!’ she cried. 

‘You should have advised me against it,’ he said in great 
discontent. 
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‘Be still,’ she urged. ‘There is no time to make others.’ 

So he put on the yellow, and then he was pleased with it 
after all, for his Chinese robes were of bright blue, and the 
yellow underlinings were pleasant enough. Over the brocaded 
blue satin he wore a black velvet jacket buttoned down the 
front with jade buttons. That his little bride be not frightened, 
David had chosen to wear Chinese garments altogether for 
this day, and upon his head he put a round black satin cap 
and on its top was a round red button. 

When all was finished he stood up before Peony for her 
inspection, and when she saw him there, tall and smiling, his 
head high, his feet together, the tears swam up into her eyes. 

He stepped forward’ quickly and put his arm around her. 
‘Peony!’ he cried softly. ‘Why do you weep?’ 

She leaned her cheek for one moment against him. Then 
she laughed and slipped out of his arm. ‘You are too beau¬ 
tiful!’ she declared. She made herself very busy. ‘Let me put 
your collar straight. Have you rubbed musk on your palms 
as I bade you? David, you will be very happy—I know it—I 
feel it in my heart!’ 

‘But are you happy?’ he insisted. 

She turned grave then and she took his hand and put it to 
her cheek. ‘I am happy,’ she said softly. ‘Now I know that 
I shall live in this house—forever and forever, until I die.’ 

With these words she fled as swiftly as a swallow. But he 
took her words and considered them. Did she indeed so love 
him? He was most tender, thinking of her. Peony would 
demand nothing of him. She could live quite happily here, 
content with what her life gave her and asking for no stretch 
of heart or spirit, or for anything that was beyond right and 
proportion to what she was. He would look after her welfare 
and keep her with him so long as they lived, not quite his sister, 
but something more than servant. He would be good to her. 

And now his father and mother were coming. He saw them 
enter the gate, side by side, dressed in their wedding garments. 
Each had bought new robes, and Ezra’s was of brown satin 
and Madame Ezra’s was the deep colour of purple gTapes 
edged with gold. Ezra had left off his small cap, and Madame 
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Ezra’s grey hair was bare. They came with measured steps, 
in silence, and he went to meet them and bowed before them. 
He saw his mother had been weeping, for her eyes were 
swollen and her lips still quivered, but she did not speak. It 
was Ezra who said what must be said. 

‘Are you content, my son?’ Ezra asked. 

TWell content,’ David replied steadily. 

He bowed and they bowed to him and then he went with 
them to the great hall, and there they waited. 

Now in another room Wang Ma and Peony waited, too, 
for the bride. Whispering and peeping at every corner and 
window were the women servants and the undermaids, and 
all were expectant and excited. Was the new bride pretty and 
would she be good to them? Rumours were that she was the 
prettiest girl in the city, but these were usual rumours before 
a bride was seen. 

At noon, exactly, the bride’s sedan, covered with red satin 
curtains, arrived at the great gate and a small sedan for Chu 
Ma and with them panoplied mule carts bringing the bride’s 
family and their attendants. The sedan was carried into the 
courts and thence into the place where Peony and Wang Ma 
waited. Chu Ma came out of her sedan first. But Peony 
herself, with a begging word, opened the curtains of the bride’s 
sedan and offered her arm to the bride. 

From all around the court sighs and exclamations rose into 
the air, 

‘Ah, she is very pretty!’ 

‘Ah, it is all true!’ 

‘Look at her great eyes!’ 

‘Her little feet-’ 

If the bride heard, she made no sign. She stepped daintily 
into the doorway, one hand on Peony’s arm and the other 
on Chu Ma’s. 

‘Carefully, my mistress!’ Chu Ma said in a loud voice. She 
considered it beneath her to notice any other servants, and 
she went ahead to smooth the cushion on the chair set for the 
bride and to feel if it were soft enough and she called im¬ 
periously, ‘Where is the tea? Is it the best? My mistress drinks 
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only what is brewed from the leaves plucked before the 
rains!’ 

But Peony had all prepared, and after the little bride had 
sat a while she grew curious, and since only women were there 
she put aside her veil. She looked about the room with her 
big black eyes. ‘Is this to be my room?’ she inquired in her 
high sweet voice. 

‘Hush!’ Chu Ma said. She pursed her lips. ‘Brides are not 
to speak—I told you, you naughty child!’ 

‘I will speak,’ the little bride said wilfully. ‘Besides, you 
said only if there was a man in the room.’ 

Every one laughed at this and she laughed, too. Then she 
saw Peony standing near. ‘I am glad you are in this house!’ 
she exclaimed. ‘You are no older than I, are you?’ 

‘I am eighteen, my lady,’ Peony said. 

‘So am I,’ the bride said, and clapped her hands, and 
everybody laughed again. Then she leaned forward to Peony. 
‘Tell me—is his mother very strange?’ 

Peony shook her head and put her hand over her mouth 
to hide her smiles. 

‘But she is foreign?’ Kueilan insisted. 

‘Yes—but not as much as she was,’ Peony said. 

Madame Ezra had indeed changed very much. She had 
grown silent and she did not always put her will first. When 
Leah died, something died in her, too. This all had perceived, 
without understanding what it was. But Peony knew. 

Now there were footsteps in the court. They looked up and 
there stood David. At once there was confusion, for this was 
not the time for him to appear. 

Chu Ma cried out in alarm, ‘Your veil, little one!’ 

But Kueilan did not put up her hand to her veil. Instead 
she looked at David and he at her. All in the room were 
astounded at what they saw was happening and they took it 
to be a foreign custom. 

‘I know I do what may be considered wrong,’ David said 
to Kueilan very gently. He looked at her without shame, and 
indeed with the greatest pleasure. She did not reply, but she 
gazed back at him as though she forgot that she should drop 
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her eyes. They looked at each other, and then she said in a 
small breathless voice, T think it is not wrong!’ 

‘Then we agree,’ David answered, and after a long look 
more, he bowed and went away. When he was gone Kueilan 
sat smiling like a little goddess and heard not one word of 
Chu Ma’s scolding or the smothered laughter from the walls. 
She let Chu Ma drop her veil and she sat behind it, her eyes 
bright and her mouth demure. 

But Chu Ma continued to scold and she said in distraction, 
‘It is not well for the man to see the woman too early—it 
brings ill luck to the marriage.’ 

No one gave her heed, for Peony now hastened the wedding. 
‘Let me lead you to the great hall,’ she said to the bride, and 
the little figure in the stiff embroidered robes of scarlet satin 
rose and leaned on her arm and Chu Ma went on the other 
side, and all followed. In the great hall Kung Chen waited 
with his wife and his sons by his side. Across the room Ezra 
and Madame Ezra and Kao Lien stood alone. There had 
been some talk of the Rabbi’s being present, but this morning 
when Ezra went to see the old man in the rooms where he 
lived in this house, he found him so dazed and befuddled that 
he feared to bring him out before guests, and he had left him 
there under the care of Old Eli, who had been brought 
here as his servant. As for that Aaron, none had heard of him 
yet. 

The family of Kung missed neither the Rabbi nor his son. 
They watched the entrance of their child with feelings various 
and natural to them. The sons were dubious for their sister, 
but the younger son especially so. The eldest son shared with 
his father the prudence of business and unity within the nation. 
Through this little sister the House of Ezra ceased by so much 
to be foreign, and since Ezra was known as a kind good man, 
and very rich besides, it was enough. Madame Kung was 
serene, never exerting herself to worry or overmuch thought, 
and she saw that the child looked as she should and thought 
that the marriage was good enough for a third daughter, 
although she was secretly pleased that the two elder girls were 
well married to wealthy Chinese families. She held back a 
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yawn, stared at Madame Ezra, and pitied her for being so 
tall and having so high a nose. 

Only Kung Chen held within himself the feelings of love 
and doubt and tenderness that made him a father. His Little 
Three! She had grown up in his house and he had paid her 
no more heed than he had any of his daughters, but now as 
she tripped with tiny slow steps into the room, he remembered 
how rosy and laughing she had been as a baby, and how 
seldom she had cried, and how when she began to walk she 
had tremendous little tantrums, stamping her feet and clench¬ 
ing her fists, and how he always laughed at her until she gave 
up being so angry. He remembered that once she had fallen 
into the fish pond and he had lifted her out and let her cry 
against his shoulder, wetting him through from her dripping 
clothes, and how he had bought her a stick of candied crab 
apples to cheer her again and she came back with fresh dry 
clothes. 

‘How came you to be in my fish pond?’ he had asked, 
laughing. 

‘The fish pulled me in,’ she had insisted, and he had laughed 
again. 

A small endearing creature, a butterfly mind and a kitten 
soul, but the slender round body was beautiful. He hoped 
that the young man would be kind and patient, and his eyes 
stole to lbok at him. David stood, his eyes now properly turned 
away from the bride, and Kung Chen searched his face. 
Handsome, high-spirited, intelligent—yes, and for a young 
man, perhaps, very kind, he told himself. Then he sighed. 
Let it be hoped that the young man did not weary of butterflies 
and kittens! His mind wandered backwards to his own 
wedding day and the pleasure and the hope and then the long 
slow disappointment. But he had had children, and he had 
learned to understand that life is made up of everything and 
not of a single love. It was enough, perhaps, if the man was 
kind and the woman pretty. 

Now Kao Lien stepped forward as the common friend who 
was to conduct the wedding, and he called the directions to 
the young couple. Under his command they bowed in turn 
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to the two families and then to the script upon the wall that 
took the place in this house of ancestral tablets, and they drank 
the mingled wine and broke the single loaf. The rites were 
mixed, based upon the Chinese, but compromised, and like 
no others. 

They were short and soon done, and then the bride was set 
in her seat where she could be seen, and where all could 
remark on her, but she must not look up or speak or seem to 
heed any one. Nor could David in decency heed her, but he 
did look at her secretly and his blood began to rise. She was 
very beautiful indeed. Behind the strands of her bead veil the 
lines of her little face were soft and lovely, and her mouth was 
red. He pitied her that she must sit so long under the heavy 
headdress, laden with gold and silver ornaments, and he 
promised himself that to-night when he lifted it off he would 
soothe her and ask if her head ached. Then others saw his 
looks and began to tease him for impatience and he was 
ashamed to look any more and he let himself be led away to 
games of wine drinking and to the eating of many delicacies. 

The great gates were thrown open to the streets and all 
who wished could come in and be fed at the tables that were 
set up in every court, and hundreds came in to eat greedily 
and with loud professions of thanks. Ezra, coming and going, 
saw big bowls of pork meats among the fish and beef and 
fowl, but he said nothing. There was mutton, too, for the 
Mohammedans, and let each, he told himself, eat according 
to his own religion. 

So went that wedding day with feasting and music and 
laughter. Kung Chen and Ezra pledged themselves and their 
grandsons in wine again and again, and Madame Ezra invited 
Madame Kung. These two ladies met to-day for the first time 
and each found the other strange and hard to talk with, and 
yet each was determined to do her best. Madame Kung 
thought privately that Madame Ezra was too firm for a 
woman and she hoped that her temper was not high. But she 
granted that Madame Ezra tried very much to be pleasant 
to her, and although the day was tedious for these two ladies, 
somehow it passed. 
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When night was come and the young pair had been ushered 
to their door, then all farewells were said and the house grew 
quiet again. It was very quiet everywhere. The servants were 
weary and full of feast food and they fell asleep quickly. 
Wang Ma groaned once or twice on her bed. Wien Old 
Wang asked her if she suffered somewhere she said, ‘Only 
in my belly. I ate three times too much of that sweet 
and sour carp . 1 

‘As for me, I eat as much as I like and I dare my belly to 
say anything,’ Old Wang replied. 

‘Oh, doubtless you are wonderful,’ Wang Ma retorted 
bitterly. But Old Wang was already asleep. 

Peony’s room was very quiet. She had left the company 
early and had gone into the marriage chamber. She had 
already put there all the last small touches, the flowers in the 
vases, the fresh candles and the silver water pipes, a dish of 
little cakes, hot tea, a plate of late autumn peaches, rosy 
yellow. She had perfumed the curtains of the bed with musk 
and had laid a velvet mat upon the footstool before the high 
bed. Now when she could think of nothing more, she lit the 
candles and stood looking about the room. There was no 
repining in her heart. No, she knew what her fate was and 
what she was born to be, and she was grateful that her life 
was here, and that into this room she could come every day, 
though it was only to serve. 

Silence stayed in the room when she was gone. Ghu Ma 
broke it for a few minutes when, puffing and anxious, she 
brought in the little bride. But it was not proper for her to 
stay, for the bridegroom was coming. 

‘Sit down, little one,’ she whispered gustily to the bride. 
‘When he comes in do not look up. Let him lift the veil, but 
do not look up. When he bids you look up, or he puts his 
hand under your chin, or if he stands waiting, then look up 
slowly—as I taught you. The eyelashes are to be raised last, 
and very slowly, little one. Oh, Heaven help my child!’ 

Ghu Ma began to sob and wipe her eyes on her sleeves. 
But the bride would have none of this. She stamped her foot 
and gave her old nurse a push. ‘Go away, stupid,’ she said 
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too clearly, and Chu Ma’s tears dried at once, and her pity 
went with them. 

‘You naughty little one ! 1 she cried under her breath. ‘I hope 
he has the strength to beat you.’ And rolling her eyes and 
pursing her lips, she bustled away. 

Silent the room was when David came in. He waited until 
the last peal of laughter had become only an echo behind the 
closed door. Then he turned to his little bride. She sat upon 
the bed between the parted curtains, her feet together on the 
footstool, her hands clasped upon her lap, and the veil still 
hung over her face. Slowly and in silence he crossed the room 
and lifted the head-dress from her head and set it on the table. 
He stood beside her hesitating, his heart beating fast. 

‘Does your head ache?' he asked gently. 

She did not lift her face. ‘Yes—a little . 1 Her voice was 
small and sweet. 

He stood, and she waited, steadfastly looking down at his 
feet. Now that she was alone she was frightened, after all, 
and she obeyed Chu Ma carefully. But if he did not touch 
her or speak to bid her look up, had she courage enough of 
her own to lift her head? And when, if she did, should she 
look at him? 

Before she could answer herself, he stooped and took her 
face between his hands. 

‘Let us not talk to-night , 1 he said. ‘There will be time for 
talk to-morrow—and in all the days to come.’ 

‘Yes , 1 she murmured. He felt her cheeks glow warm 
between his palms. 

‘We will be happy , 1 he whispered. 

‘We will be happy , 1 she echoed. 

The night went on in silence until after midnight. Then 
Ezra was wakened by the sound of some one sobbing. He had 
eaten so much and had drunk so well that he had dropped 
into bottomless sleep the moment he laid himself in his bed. 
Now it seemed to him that he was being drawn up out of 
P eace _ by something sorrowful and full of pain. Lie woke 
groaning and was not able for a moment to know what he 
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heard. Then he knew the sound. Naomi was sobbing! To 
comfort her he had slept near her that night. He staggered out 
of his bed and went into the next room, where her bed was. 
The darkness was throbbing with the sound of her low 
sobs. 

‘Naomi!’ he cried, and he fumbled for the bed. ‘What is 
the matter with you?’ 

She did not answer and she went on sobbing. He felt his 
way to the table and lit the candle. The light fell on her 
distraught face. It was hard for him to believe that this was 
the handsome woman who had done her duty so bravely at 
their son’s wedding. 

‘Naomi, are you ill?’ he cried. 

‘No,’ she gasped. ‘No—but I—I am thinking of—of all that 
is over! Oh, I wish I were dead! You wish I were dead, too, 
Ezra—I know! You want to forget everything.’ 

He sat down on the bed beside her and he took her hand 
and began to stroke it patiently. He knew somehow that this 
was but the first of many nights when he must sit beside her 
in love and patience waiting for her sorrow to pass. 

‘Now, Naomi,’ he said drowsily, ‘you know we are going 
to be so happy. David will have children—think of this house 
full of our grandchildren.’ 

She turned her face away, refusing his coinfort. ‘I have 
always promised myself—that when I died—I would be buried 
in our promised land.’ 

‘So that is what you are really weeping for this time!’ Ezra 
exclaimed. Then he remembered patience. ‘Well, dear wife, 
shall I make you a promise? If you wish, I will promise that 
when you die, we will take your body to the promised land. 
I will manage it somehow.’ 

She lay silent for a while. ‘But will you stay with me?’ 
she asked. 

Ezra sighed. ‘Ah, Naomi, you want your way, and you will 
not let me have mine! No, dear soul, I will come home alone 
and here I will die and be buried—here where my fathers lie, 
and where my children are.’ 

Madame Ezra wept again. ‘But Ezra, you are a Jew!’ 
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‘For that very reason,’ he answered steadily. ‘Here even 
the soil is kind.’ 

And he continued to stroke her hand in love and patience. 

The deepest silence of all was in Peony’s room. She knew 
tvhen she laid herself upon her bed that she could not sleep. 
Through this wedding night she would lie wakeful, her spirit 
in that other room, hovering over David. But she made all 
her usual preparations for sleep, washing herself carefully, 
perfuming her body, cleansing her teeth, brushing her hair, 
and putting on fresh garments for the night. All day she had 
been unable to eat, and had made the pretence of being too 
busy. Notv, her head upon her satin pillow, she let herself 
remember every detail. She could think of nothing that went 
wrong and for this she praised herself without shame. Every 
dish was hot or cold in its proper way, and the wines were 
heated to the right degree and no more. Silver and pewter 
were bright and ivory was clear and wood was clean polished 
and even behind a door there was no dust. At the exact 
moment when the little bride was weary she had seen it and 
had secretly brought her a bowl of hot soup with rice in it 
and had managed that none see her eat it. This she knew: 
that her happiness depended on winning the heart of David’s 
wife. Her new mistress must learn to love her and lean on 
her. Yes, and far more, she must stand between husband and 
wife, and bring them together. By no word or deed must she 
separate them, for in their happiness lay her own safety—in 
their happiness, and in their need of her. 

For this Peony was too shrewd not to see clearly how the 
future could lie. She knew the measure of the woman, how 
high, how wide, how small, and she knew David as she knew 
her own soul. These two would need her often to mend the 
fabric of their marriage, but she must never let them know 
she knew their need. 

So she lay thinking as the hours passed, thinking and trying 
to keep herself from seeing with her mind’s eye that other 
room where consummation was. Not to-night was her care, 
she told herself—not to-night or the many nights to come, not 
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one act or many acts, but the whole, the lives of all in relation 
to the one life she held most dear. 

This she was able to say to herself for many hours, as she 
lay and gazed steadfastly into the darkness. Then suddenly 
she heard the cock crow. The night was over and dawn was 
near. Her heart let down, and she sighed. Tears crowded 
under her lids and her throat was full, but she would not let 
her weeping break. 

It is over, she told herself. Now I can sleep. 
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X 


T HE house of Ezra woke quietly to its new life. Out¬ 
wardly the old ways went on. Madame Ezra could 
weep in the night, but when morning came she rose 
her usual self, except that she lost her temper less often and 
3he did not speak as quickly as once she had. To her son’s 
wife she was scrupulously kind and courteous, and the young 
woman made no complaint of her mother-in-law. This was 
surprise and pleasure, for Kueilan was afraid of Madame Ezra. 
All young wives must fear the elder women who are the 
mothers of their husbands, but Kueilan had feared more than 
most. She was a lazy, ease-loving little creature, accustomed 
to being served and spoiled, and she had no mind to subject 
herself to discipline and duty. But Madame Ezra asked 
nothing of her, and behaved indeed almost as if Kueilan were 
not in the house. When they met, Madame Ezra asked Kaieilan 
how she did, and if everything were to her liking, and Kueilan 
smiled and looked down and replied that she liked everything. 
When she saw that Madame Ezra was not inclined to com¬ 
mand her, a weight left her heart, and as time went on she 
grew as saucy and careless as she had been in her own home. 

At first Peony could not believe that anything could be the 
same in the house after the marriage. Then day by day she 
saw that she was wrong, and that the elders made it the same, 
and then that David made it the same. David, too, had 
resumed his own life. The talk that he had put off on his 
wedding night he put off for ever. It had not taken many 
days of marriage to show him that this pretty wife of his could 
not talk of anything beyond her daily needs and wishes. But 
she was ready with laughter, and she knew many games, and 
their happiest hours together were spent over these games that 
she taught him, laughing much while she did so. When she 
won she was as excited as a child, and she clapped her hands 
and tripped about the room on her little bound feet. These 
feet were David’s pity. He had never seen a girl’s feet before 
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so bound, for in this Jewish house Peony’s feet had been left 
free. Kueilan’s little feet in their silken shoes he could hold 
together in the palm of his hand, and one night he did so, 
exclaiming in sorrow' that it could be. 

‘Little Tiling,’ he said, for so he now called his wife, ‘how 
could you let them maim you?’ 

To his surprise she began to cry, half in anger and half in 
answer to his pity, and she drew her feet away and hid them 
under her skirt. ‘You don’t like them!’ she wept. 

‘They make me sad,’ he replied gently. ‘How they must 
have pained you!’ 

‘They don’t pain me now,’ she declared. 

‘Why not let them free?’ he asked. 

‘I don’t want them big,’ she said petulantly. ‘Why should 
I waste all my trouble?’ 

‘Let me see what can be done,’ he begged, divining her 
pride and shyness. 

‘No—no—no!’ she screamed. And then she fell to sobbing 
again and she cried out for Peony so loudly that Peony came 
running. 

At the sight of her Kueilan put out her hands while the 
tears ran down her face. ‘He wants to see my feet!’ she sobbed, 
and nothing must do but for Peony to sit down on the bed 
beside her and soothe her hands and cover her feet in the 
silken quilt. 

‘Hush—hush—he did not mean it.’ So Peony comforted 
the sobbing girl. 

David stood by the bed and looked at the two. ‘Tell her 
I want only to help her,’ he said to Peony. ‘And it is true that 
I do not like feet so crippled.’ With this he walked out of the 
room and Kueilan clung to Peony and wept mightily and 
Peony let her weep. When the sobs began to quiet she spoke 
gently and firmly. 

‘I will tell my young master how it is that our people bind 
the feet of women. You must not blame him that he does 
not know. His people leave the feet free. Indeed, even their 
women wear sandals on their bare feet.’ 

‘Like farm women!’ Kueilan cried through her tears. 
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‘Sometimes their sandals are of gold and silver and set with 
jewels,’ Peony went on. ‘Now stop your crying, Little Mistress. 
He is kind and good, and once he understands-’ 

‘But there are too many things he doesn’t understand!’ the 
young wife wailed. 

Peony was very patient. ‘Each time he does not understand, 
then send for me. Little Mistress, and I will explain to him 
how you feel.’ 

Thus soothing and coaxing she comforted Kueilan, and 
when quiet was restored she said, ‘A wife must please her 
husband, Little Mistress. What other man will see you except 
him? Let me tend your feet then, Lady. I will loosen the 
bandages so little every day that you will not know it, and 
then he will be pleased when he sees you obedient. When he 
is pleased, how happy you will be!’ 

Kueilan looked doubtful. She lifted her wet lashes and 
looked at Peony. ‘I am quite happy now,’ she declared. 

‘You will lose your happiness, Lady, if you do not please 
your husband.’ So Peony persisted. 

The long lashes fell again, and Kueilan said in a small voice, 
‘But I have fifty pairs of new shoes—and they are so pretty!’ 

Peony laughed. ‘Lady, if that is all your care, I will copy 
each pair- you have and make new ones for your new feet.’ 

Kueilan was silent for a while and Peony stood waiting. 
‘Shall I not tell him?’ she asked, smiling as though at a child. 

After a long time Kueilan nodded slowly, and her tears 
came fresh. But she did not complain while Peony fetched a 
basin of hot water and took off the tiny laced shoes and then 
the tight white stockings and then unwrapped the long ban¬ 
dages. Even Peony was sad when the narrow feet lay bare in 
her hands. She examined each foot carefully to see how much 
the damage was. Ghu Ma had been zealous and eager for 
her charge to make a good marriage and she had bound the 
child’s feet early. Bones were bent and cramped but not 
broken. These feet could never be whole, but they could be 
free. Yet the task must be done carefully, a little day by day, 
or the pain of freedom would be as bitter as the binding 
had been. 
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"I am glad Chu Ma isn’t here,’ Kueilan said suddenly. 
Chu Ma had not been allowed to stay with her charge, lest 
there be quarrelling with the other servants in the house. 
Kung Chen had commanded her to return and care for Lili, 
his last child. 

‘And I also am glad,’ Peony agreed. ‘Were she here it 
would be hard indeed for her to see her work undone. When 
she comes to visit you, Little Mistress, tell her your lord 
commanded you.’ 

When Peony had soaked the feet and rebound them again 
with the least loosening of the bandages, she played a game 
with her mistress, and then, seeing her yawn, she coaxed her 
to bed and sleep. Only then did she go and find David. He 
had yielded to his mother’s decree, which Peony had secretly 
suggested to Madame Ezra, and before the day of his marriage 
he had moved to these new and larger rooms. Now he sat 
brooding in his library, a great room, high ceiled, and all 
the walls shelved with narrow shelves upon which the rolls of 
his books lay. This was his favourite room already, and here 
Kueilan did not come. She could read—he had learned that 
—but she considered it useless. To play, to chatter, to tease 
Small Dog, to watch the goldfish, to make a great ado when 
she pretended she was about to embroider, to taste many 
sweetmeats and bite them half through and leave them, these 
were her occupations. He knew it now, and yet he yielded 
to the fascination of her prettiness in all she did. 

His mind told him that her mind was childish, and her soul 
sleeping, but his eyes fed his heart, and the roundness of her 
smooth flesh, her little bones covered with such tenderness, 
her tiny waist and narrow wrist, the delight that lay in the 
nape of her neck and the purity of her throat and breast, the 
scent of her skin and the fragrance of her breath, the endless 
grace of every movement that she made—all this was precious 
to him in its fashion. She held him by the pathos of her little 
hands and crippled feet as surely as she charmed him by her 
eyes and laughter and her yielding body. It was not love— 
how soon he knew it was not love! But it was something, for 
all that, and it was sweet and full of pleasure, 
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Thus he brooded upon her when Peony came in. She saw 
his mood and she pretended she had come to fill the teapot 
and know its heat. ‘I must bring you fresh tea—this is cold , 1 
she said as she had said on every night of his life. He scarcely 
heard her and he did not answer. 

She looked at him and went on. ‘My little mistress asks me 
to tell you how it is her feet are bound,’ she said. 

‘I know it is Chinese custom,’ he replied and did not 
look up. 

‘A foolish custom,’ she conceded. ‘How it came about I do 
not know. I read once that an emperor was charmed by the 
small feet of one he loved and other women hearing of it 
everywhere began to make their feet small. And I have heard 
that it began long ago when men wished to keep their wives 
at home. Who knows? But it is a custom now, and small feet 
bring a price in marriages. We cannot blame my little mistress 
that she yielded to her elders.’ 

‘I do not blame her,’ he replied. 

Peony went on, ‘She asks me to tell you that she is sorry 
she cried, and that she will let me free her feet a little every 
day until they are as free as can be.’ 

He looked up now. ‘Peony, this is your doing, not hers.’ 

‘She was willing,’ Peony replied and looked away. 

‘Ah, Peony!’ David said, ‘Ah, Peony!’ He felt strangely 
lonely and he put out his hand and he took Peony’s hand and 
held it. She let it lie for a moment. Then she turned her head 
and she caught the full warm look of his eyes. Seeing that 
look, she drew her hand away gently, and with her other hand 
she lifted the teapot. 

‘I will fetch hot tea, Young Master,’ she said in her sweet 
cool voice, and went away. 

He sat there, expecting her return, and wondering why he 
was not as happy as he wished he were. Peony could help 
him somehow, as she had always helped him, and yet he did 
not know what he wanted of her. How could he put into 
words for her the sadness that he felt, and yet make her know 
that his little wife was somehow a treasure, too? While he 
pondered this Old Wang came in with the teapot. 
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‘Peony bade me bring the tea, Young Master,’ he said. He 
set it down on the table. ‘Shall I pour a bowl?’ he asked. 

‘Leave it,’ David said. ‘I will pour it for myself when I am 
thirsty.’ He watched the old man go, and sat puzzling for a 
while. Now why had Peony not come back herself? It was 
not that he had seized her hand. He had often held her hand. 
He sat a while longer, and feeling neither his sadness lift nor 
his vague loneliness dispel itself, he sighed and rose and went 
into the bedroom where his little treasure was. 

The house of Ezra shaped itself to its new life. It would 
have been said that one small woman in the house could not 
change the laws of generations, but there was this change: 
Madame Ezra, determined to find no fault with her son’s wife, 
found no fault with her son. But David knew that his mother 
kept all the old ways. When the feast days rolled round, the 
house retreated subtly into the past. The ancient rites were 
performed, the foods of tradition prepared and eaten. But 
there was no more going to the synagogue. No rabbi stood 
now before the Chair of Moses to read the sacred Torah. The 
great red satin umbrella over the platform where the chair 
stood was folded and laid away. On the western walls still 
hung the tablets upon which were carved in letters of pure 
gold the Ten Commandments, but none came there to hear 
them read. The gates of the synagogue were locked and no 
one went to them. Madame Ezra could not bear to go alone, 
and Ezra was busy. His contracts with Kung Chen were 
signed, and their names stood together in huge letters of black 
velvet upon the red silk banners that hung outside the shop 
doors. 

A second caravan had been added to the one that each year 
Kao Lien led towards the west, and besides these, Ezra bought 
the produce of ships from India, cottons and ivory, silver and 
jewels, and brought it overland from the south. In return he 
sent to India Chinese silk from Kung Chen’s shops, and there 
it was re-woven into the gauzes that Indian ladies loved, and 
that no Chinese looms could weave. 

There was no one even to watch at the synagogue gates. 
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Eli the gatekeeper took care of the smiling mad old Rabbi, 
who would listen to no one else. Eli stayed night and day, for 
the Rabbi could not be allowed to wander about the house 
lest he frighten the servants. 

In the city the remnant of the Jews, less now than two 
hundred souls, went about their business and forgot who they 
were. But Madame Ezra in her own house kept the feast days 
of her people. It was lonely keeping, for only she and Ezra 
and David ate the unleavened bread at Passover. 

On the first Passover after her son’s marriage she had com¬ 
manded a place set for his wife. When David came alone his 
mother looked at him with some of her old impetuous temper. 

‘Is my daughter-in-law not coming?’ she demanded. 

David took his place in great quiet. ‘She says she is afraid 
to come,’ he replied. 

‘Afraid?’ Madame Ezra exclaimed. ‘What nonsense is this?’ 

‘She fears that our sacred foods will bewitch her soul,’ 
David replied. Then he said strangely, ‘I will not compel 
her, Mother. Perhaps she is right.’ 

Something in his stern still look chilled Madame Ezra’s 
heart and she said no more. Her proud head drooped, she 
wiped tears from her eyes, but she did not wail aloud. To 
what low estate had her people fallen! she told herself. Perhaps 
in a few other houses families worshipped Jehovah in solitary 
fashion and would for a few years more, but in most of them, 
and well she knew it, even the pretence of worship had been 
forgotten and the sacred days passed like any other in business 
and in pleasure. 

So long as his mother lived, David showed no outward 
discontent with his life. His first son was born a year after 
his marriage day, and Kueilan, who was pettish before the 
child was bom, delivered him easily although with much 
wailing and screaming. When she saw he was a boy she gave 
over her noise, and demanded all her favourite foods. But she 
refused to nurse the child, and a wet nurse had to be found. 
This roused Madame Ezra for a moment. 

‘Must this grandchild drink Chinese milk?’ she asked Ezra. 
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Ezra smiled ruefully, ‘His mother’s milk would be Chinese, 
too, my dear,’ he said, 

Madame Ezra was struck by her own folly and fell silent, 
and Ezra had not the heart to remind her that he himself 
had drunk his Chinese mother’s milk. But thereafter he saw 
that Madame Ezra did not love even her grandchild, and next 
year when Kueilan had another son, she merely nodded her 
head when Wang Ma told her of the second birth. 

Indeed, Madame Ezra cared no more to live. They all saw 
it, and each in his way was sorrowful. This strong good 
woman was the central pillar in the house, and now the pillar 
was crumbling. She began to lose her taste for food, and she 
complained that she did not sleep well. When she was alone 
with Ezra she asked him often what it was that she had done 
amiss in her life, that it was not to end as she had hoped. 

‘It is not that you have done amiss, my dear Naomi,’ Ezra 
told her. ‘Perhaps you have only dreamed amiss.’ 

‘I have always obeyed the will of God,’ she replied to this 
in some distress. 

Ezra had not heart to say how often her will was God’s will, 
and so he only said, ‘Ah, who can tell what is the will of God?’ 

In the midst of Madame Ezra’s own decline, the Rabbi died 
suddenly in a childish way. As his mind decayed, he had 
passed from being man to child and then from child to being 
less than human, and if Old Eli did not watch him constantly, 
he took up and ate anything he felt upon the ground. So one 
day he ate some filth, not in hunger, for Ezra kept him well 
fed and warm in winter and cool in summer, but from some 
old memory of past hunger. The filth poisoned him and he 
was racked with cholera and died within a day, bewildered 
by his pains and begging for mercy from Madame Ezra, whom 
he now feared as the most powerful being that he knew. 

Madame Ezra mourned to see him thus, and she would have 
stayed beside him to comfort him, but Ezra dreaded the disease 
and forbade her. The old Rabbi died with only Eli beside 
him, and he was buried in the graveyard beside his wife, who 
was Leah’s mother. The remnant of his people in the city 
mourned his death and they followed his coffin, wailing and 
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weeping, and wearing garments of sackcloth, and they stooped 
and took dust from the road as they walked and poured it 
upon their heads. All knew that with the Rabbi’s death 
something of their own death had come upon them, too, and 
they remembered him as he had been in the days when he 
was young, how good'he had been, how strong, and how he 
had adjured them to remember their God, who was the One 
True God. Now that he was gone, who would remind them? 
There was no one even to read the Torah at his grave. His 
son, that Aaron, was still lost, and the Rabbi was buried with 
no kin to mourn him or to do Iris work for him now. David 
stood there, aloof and silent. His heart was dark, but he did 
not weep. Neither had he stooped to take the dust nor did 
he wear sackcloth. 

One day after the funeral Madame Ezra felt lonely and 
sad and she took the fancy that she would go alone to visit 
the synagogue. Eli had returned to watch the gates, and she 
went in her sedan chair, with only Wang Ma with her. When 
Eli saw Madame Ezra he was confused and he begged her 
not to go into the synagogue. 

‘Wait until I have time to sweep the floors. Lady,’ he 
begged. ‘The dust lies thick on the Chair of Moses, and I am 
ashamed for you to see it.’ 

But Madame Ezra would not yield. She had come so far 
and she would have her way. Reluctantly then he fitted the 
key to the great lock, and he held the gate closed for a moment. 

‘Do not blame me, Lady,’ he begged. ‘It was like this when 
I came back.’ 

He opened the door unwillingly indeed, and Madame Ezra 
stepped into the court and behind came Eli. At first she saw 
nothing changed except the dust the winds had blown there, 
and the leaves fallen and rotting under the trees. But when 
she had crossed the last court and had mounted the terrrace 
and come to the synagogue, she saw change. The two stone 
lions that had guarded the great doorway were gone, and the 
iron urns were gone; the curtains over the doors were gone, 
and when she went inside the candlesticks were not upon the 
great table, or the silver laver for washing the hands. The 
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separate tables that had held the twelve rolls of the law were 
gone and the fine silken curtains that had hung over the roll 
of the law of Moses were torn away. 

Madame Ezra stared at loss after loss. She could not speak. 
She stood in the middle of the synagogue, looking for one 
well-known object and then another. Then her eyes fell upon 
the western wall, and there she saw the most vile robbery of 
all. The very gold had been dug out of the deeply carved 
letters of the Ten Commandments, which Jehovah Himself 
had given to Moses. Upon this she turned to Eli and her 
voice came in a loud cry. 

‘Who has done this?’ 

Eli hung his head. ‘Lady, I fear to tell you ail,’ he muttered. 

‘Is there more?’ she demanded. 

In silence he pointed to the door. He led her outside again, 
and along the walls, and she saw that not only the inside of 
the synagogue had been despoiled, but thieves had taken the 
bricks from the walls. These were bricks of a special sort, 
made new after the great flood that had covered the city two 
hundred years before. They were finer than any brick made 
nowadays, for the ancients had the secret of making bricks even 
from the days when their ancestors had been slaves in Egypt. 

‘Soon only the shell of the synagogue will be left,’ Eli said 
mournfully, ‘and one day when a storm blows from the south 
it will fall into ruins and rubble.’ 

Madame Ezra could not speak one word for a long time. 
She went from one sight to another, and Wang Ma, waiting 
outside, grew frightened and came to find her. 

‘Lady, rest yourself!’ she exclaimed. ‘There are thieves in 
every temple.’ 

Madame Ezra turned on Eli. ‘How was it that you did not 
come and tell me this long ago?’ 

‘Lady, I did not know,’ the old man pleaded. ‘I could not 
leave my master night or day, and none of our people came 
to tell what was happening.’ 

‘I cannot think they would have dared to steal from 
Jehovah’s house, unless one led them on!’ she exclaimed. 

A strange thought came to her mind, but she would not 
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speak it before these two who were not her equals. ‘I will go 
home, 5 she said, ‘and do you watch, Eli. Let it be known that 
I will demand of the Chinese magistrate that he flog the 
thieves and set them in racks before the populace to starve. 5 

So saying she went home again, her heart all grief, and she 
could not wait until Ezra and David came home. She sent 
Old Wang to fetch them and Wang Ma added her own 
message that they must come because she feared her mistress 
was ill. Hearing this, Ezra called David from his own room, 
which he now had in the shop, and they went home. There 
they found Madame Ezra waiting and she broke into sobs 
when she saw them, and they had much trouble amid her 
sobbing to hear what was wrong, and had it not been for Wang 
Ma, who stood there with hot tea in a bowl to hold to her 
mistress’s lips, nothing would have been clear. 

When all was told, Madame Ezra suddenly stopped crying. 
Now was the time for her surmise. ‘I well know the paltry folk 
our people have become could not have dared to steal from 
Jehovah Himself, 5 she declared. 

Both men waited to hear what came next. 

‘I tell you,’ Madame Ezra went on, ‘there is only one who 
would do what has been done, and he is that Aaron. He must 
be found, Ezra. He hides somewhere in the city, and he 
directs the thieves. Let the curse of God fall on him! 5 

‘How can I find him?’ Ezra groaned. 

‘The Chinese can find thieves, 5 Madame Ezra urged. 

‘There is a king of thieves in the city,’ David said. ‘His 
name is known at the magistrate’s court, where he pays yearly 
tribute, and through him Aaron can be found. 5 

‘Gan you do this, my son? 5 Ezra asked. 

David bowed his head. ‘A sad task, 5 he said shortly, ‘but 
I can do it. 5 

So David called upon the magistrate, and paid the money 
down to meet the king of thieves in that city. On a certain 
day the man would come to a distant tea-house on the edge 
of the city, and he was to be known by a red cord twisted in 
his buttonhole, and he was to sit far inside the house, out of 
easy sight. David, he decreed, must come alone. When 
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Madame Ezra heard this she was frightened and she insisted 
that Eli go and stand near the door, unseen. None among the 
Chinese in the house knew what went on, for Ezra was 
ashamed, and so indeed were David and his mother. 

On the day David went to the appointed place the man was 
waiting, a thin long smooth-faced man, dressed in a black silk 
robe, and he sat with a bowl of tea in his hand. This hand 
David saw as soon as he sat down and greeting had been 
given. The hand was like a ferret, so narrow and thin and 
long it was. Seeing it, David loathed the whole man, and he 
came at once to his business. 

‘I act for my father,’ David said. ‘We would find the thieves 
who take the bricks from our temple and the sacred vessels 
and the silk curtains, and all that is gone. If these can be 
restored, we will pay well. But we will even pay something- 
only to know what has become of them and who the one is 
that dares to steal from our people.’ 

The man smiled an evil cold smile. ‘He is one of your own,’ 
he said. 

Then David knew his mother was right. ‘His name is 
Aaron,’ he said. 

‘What his name is I do not know,’ the man replied, ‘We 
call him Li the Foreigner.’ 

‘But that one could never lift the heavy bricks or the great 
vases,’ David exclaimed. 

‘No, but he puts courage into the ones who help him,’ the 
man replied, sneering. ‘They fear lest the foreign god take 
revenge on them, but this fellow promises them that no 
punishment will fall upon them. He is the son of the priest, 
he says, and he knows all the prayers.’ 

‘Where is this one?’ David asked. 

The man looked very cunning. ‘If I deliver him to you, 
how much money will you put in my hand? It is loss for me, 
you understand.’ 

With loathing in all his blood David contrived to match 
this cunning. ‘We do not care whether we see his evil face or 
not,’ he said. ‘Keep him if you wish. But from now on the 
synagogue is guarded, and your loss is the same.’ 
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So bargaining, David promised thirty pieces of silver, and 
with these he bought the traitor back. 

‘He lives hidden in a hut inside the gate of a house that 
stands six doors from here,’ the man told him. ‘If you follow 
me, I will show you. But first I must see the silver.’ 

‘I brought no silver,’ David said. ‘You know my father’s 
house and that we are in contract with the merchant Kung 
Chen. You can trust me.’ 

After some demur the man agreed and he rose and they 
went down the street, and he pointed to the door. ‘He is 
always there by day,’ he said. 

‘The silver will reach your hand to-night,’ David said, and 
then he crossed the street and without fear he entered the gate 
and suddenly opened the door of a hut and there inside a mean 
small room Aaron lay huddled on a bed made of boards. 

David went to him and shook him, and when he saw David 
he woke out of sleep and stirred himself sullenly. ‘What do 
you want?’ he asked. 

David stared down at him, and despised him utterly, and 
yet he could not strike him or curse him. 

‘I ought to give you to the magistrate to be flogged,’ he 
muttered. ‘And yet you are one of our people! Aaron, how 
could you do what you have done?’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ the cur replied. 

‘Ah, you know,’ David sighed. He sat down on a stool and 
leaned his head on his hands. ‘I am glad your father never 
knew,’ he said. ‘I am glad Leah is dead.’ 

Aaron scratched himself and yawned and said nothing. 

David stood up again. ‘Gome, I give you a choice! You 
shall have a place somewhere in the shops—some work where 
eyes are always on you. If you do not choose this, then I turn 
you over to the city prison.’ 

The end of this was that after a few minutes more Aaron 
chose to come with him. With loathing on all sides against 
him, from that day he ate Ezra’s food and wore his cast-off 
clothing, and carried messages from one shop to another 
between Ezra and Kung Chen. None trusted him alone with 
goods or cash, and his life sank to less than any in Ezra’s house. 

238 



As for Madame Ezra, she gave up hope, knowing that never 
could the synagogue be rebuilt, and she took no pleasure in 
anything that Ezra said to comfort her. 

‘See, my Naomi,’ he told her often. ‘You have everytliing 
to make a woman rejoice. Our son is among the most re¬ 
spected of the young merchants of the city. It was only a 
few days ago that Kung Chen said to me, “Elder Brother, 
your son has saved me the quarter of a year’s income.” 
“How?” I asked. “Why,” he said, “for the last ten years there 
has been a leak somewhere in my affairs. Try as I have, and 
my sons, too, we have not known where. Last year I sent 
even my eldest son to the northern capital to make a written 
copy of all goods bought and sold. When it came back we 
found no fault, and yet there was loss. But I gave the copy to 
your son-” ’ 

She interrupted him here half pettishly. ‘Tell me the story 
outright and not this mixture of his son and my son. What 
did David do?’ 

Ezra refused to be ill-humoured. ‘Why, the gist of it is, 
Naomi, David could tell from the figures alone where the 
dealer had changed the prices of the goods!’ 

Madame Ezra smiled only dimly at this, and Ezra grew 
anxious indeed. ‘Tell me where you feel ill, my dear,’ he said. 

She shook her head. Then she opened her sad dark eyes 
at him and put her hands on her breast. ‘I feel heavy here, 
night and day.’ 

Ezra sat silent a while and then he offered great sacrifice. 
‘Shall I take you westward, Naomi—where you have always 
wanted to go?’ He could not bring himself to say ‘the promised 
land’, for he did not want to go. 

Well she knew his heart, and she shook her head again. ‘It 
is too late now,’ she said, and this was all she would say, and 
Ezra left her at last with his own heart very heavy. 

He made occasion to see David alone that day and he said, 
‘Help me to cheer your mother’s heart, my son.’ 

David looked up from his ledgers. ‘Father, you know she 
cannot be cheered,’ he declared. He took up his pen again 
and worked on. Then he said slowly, his eyes still on his book, 
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‘If you wish, I will take her to Palestine and let her see the 
land. Then perhaps she will be content—either to stay or to 
come back with me.’ 

Ezra heard this and his jaw fell. ‘Leave me here?’ he 
exclaimed. 

‘You can come if you like, Father,’ David said with a small 
smile. 

‘But the business!’ Ezra cried. 

David shrugged and did not answer. Ezra looked at him. 
David had grown since his marriage. He was taller and 
stronger and somehow more hard. He wore a short, curled 
beard and he was no longer a youth. He was even passing 
beyond his early manhood. 

‘What if you two did not come back?’ Ezra said strangely. 

David did not look up. He finished his line and wiped his 
brush of camel’s hair and put on the brass cover. Then he sat 
back in his chair and faced his father full. ‘With you here and 
my sons would I not come back?’ he replied, smiling into his 
beard. 

He did not speak of his wife. Ezra noticed this and said 
nothing. ‘There is that war still dragging itself out in the 
south,’ he grumbled. ‘The Englishmen are not content—they 
force their opium on us. It may be that you will have trouble 
if you go through India. 1 

‘I will tell them we are not Chinese,’ David said. 

‘Well, but they will ask you what you are,’ Ezra went on. 
Then he said, ‘How do I know they will be better pleased to 
find you are Jews?’ 

To this David could say nothing and Ezra got up heavily, 
feeling for the first time that since his son was no longer young, 
he must himself be growing old. ‘Speak of it with your .mother, 
my son,’ he said. ‘Let it be as the two of you decide. You are 
alike in your stubbornness.’ 

David did talk with his mother and for a few weeks she 
seemed to revive into some one like her old self. She would 
not say she would go, and yet she made plans as though to 
go, and David held himself in readiness. Only Kao Lien 
opposed the plan. 
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‘Elder Sister will never be able to take the journey,' he told 
Ezra. ‘Even though we go by India and the sea, there are 
typhoons upon the ocean, and long days between when the 
ship will be becalmed. On land it will be worse. The Muslims 
are wary and fierce and I cannot answer for her life.’ 

‘Let her go, if she wishes,’ Ezra said, 

‘If she dies there?’ Kao Lien asked. 

‘My son can bury his mother,’ Ezra replied. But his heart 
was very sore. 

Yet the journey was never taken. Sometime, in some night, 
Madame Ezra, lying much awake and alone, gave up her 
plan. David could take her there, but he must come back. 
That she knew. Peony had come that very day to tell her 
that her young mistress was expecting her third child, and 
that she wept very much because her husband was leaving 
her to go on so long a journey. 

‘My little mistress has had her children too quickly,’ Peony 
told Madame Ezra. ‘She needs rest after this one, and for 
that reason I said to her that our young lord would be away 
no more than a year, and when he came back she would be 
strong and well again. Just now she is sick, Mistress, and she 
is fretful. Bui she refused to be consoled. I do not want to 
trouble you, Mistress, but I tell you this for the sake of your 
grandchildren.’ 

Madame Ezra waved Peony away with one gesture of her 
right hand and she did not answer. But in the night she knew 
that she must not take David away from his children, and she 
knew that she did not want to die outside this house. That 
she was soon to die she had begun to perceive. Within her 
right breast there grew a hard knot, and she felt tentacles from 
it pulling at her ribs and lungs and under her shoulder. It 
had been long since she first found it. Now the thing grew 
and consumed her flesh and she was thinner every day. In 
the darkness she sighed and gave up her dream. What did it 
matter now? The synagogue was gone, and of what use was 
an old woman creeping home to die? She could not bring 
her children with her. 

Within the year she yielded to her inner enemy and with 
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much pain and torture of the flesh she died in her own 
bed. 

Ezra felt his heart broken, and he made a mighty funeral 
such as the city had never seen. In the long procession every 
one of the remnant of the Jews walked clothed in sackcloth, 
and Kung Chen persuaded wealthy Chinese to ride in mule 
carts twisted with white cloth, and Ezra walked, clothed in 
white from head to foot, and David by him clothed the same, 
and behind them came David’s wife and children, even to the 
newborn child, a third son, whom Peony carried. Behind 
them came all the servants, led by Wang Ma. The people of 
the city stood thick along the streets to see the sight, and all 
agreed that never had there been so fine a funeral except that 
there were no paper images of house and sedan and servants 
to be burned for the spirit world. Then some said, ‘These 
people do not believe in images. Not even in their temple is 
there an image.’ 

All agreed to this. The western wall of the temple had fallen 
down in a great wind that came up from the south, and 
curious people went to stare inside the foreign temple, which 
had been until now forbidden. It was true there were no 
images. 

The procession walked slowly to the city gate and passed 
through it and came to the graveyard of the Jews. Then it 
stopped and David and Ezra stood alone beside the grave. 
Behind David stood his wife and by her Peony, holding his 
third son, who wailed without stopping until the funeral was 
over. 

So Madame Ezra was buried, but there was no one to read 
a prayer beside her grave. 



XI 


P EONY did not know how to live in this house of Ezra 
without her elder mistress in it. She came home from 
the funeral and warmed the crying child and gave him 
to his wet nurse, and her first thought was for David and his 
father. Kueilan was weary, and complained that her feet hurt 
her sorely and that she was hungry and felt weak, and the 
two little boys wept with hunger. But Peony bade the under- 
maids serve these, and she and Wang Ma gave their heed to 
the two men. 

Each had gone to his room, and finding this so. Peony 
motioned Wang Ma to Ezra’s room, and she herself went to 
David. She did not know how she would find him, whether 
weeping or not, but she was not prepared for his calmness 
when, having coughed at his door, she heard him bid her 
enter. He stood there taking off the sackcloth outer garment 
that he had worn for the funeral, and underneath he had his 
usual silk robes. They were of a dark blue to-day, to signify 
the solemnity of what had taken place. When he turned his 
head she saw his face grave but not weeping. 

‘Come in, Peony,’ he said quietly. ‘I was about to send 
for you.’ 

He sat down himself and looked at her most kindly. ‘Do 
not wait for me to bid you seat yourself,’ he said. ‘You know 
how much you have become in this house.’ 

She sat down and waited. 

‘Did I know how I could manage without you, I would not 
let my conscience trouble me,’ he went on. ‘I ought to find 
a husband for you, Peony. We are all selfish towards you, and 
I am the most selfish. But the truth is that without you we 
would be like a boat without a rudder. Now that my mother 

is gone-’ He paused and pressed his lips together. 

‘I have no wish to wed, Young Master,’ Peony said. 

‘You always say that,’ David replied, ‘but it does not 
absolve me from my duty.’ 
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Peony put the matter aside. ‘What did you wish to tell 
me?’ she asked. 

David got up suddenly and walked to the door and stood 
looking out. The winter of the year was over and spring 
nearly come. The air was mild on that afternoon, and the door 
was open to the court. ‘I want to make a journey,’ he said. 

‘A journey?’ Peony repeated. ‘Where?’ 

‘You know my mother and I planned to take the journey 
westward to the land of our ancestors. I have a wish to make 
that journey now, alone.’ He paused and then he said abruptly 
‘There is something restless in me.’ 

‘There is something restless in you,’ Peony repeated. She 
felt stupid with surprise and yet she knew she needed all her 
wits about her. 

‘1 feci some hidden guilt in me,’ David went on. ‘I have 
had the guilt ever since Leah died. Now my mother is dead. 
This journey would somehow be for them.’ 

‘Would you leave your father?’ Peony asked. She felt 
breathless, but she made herself calm. 

‘He does not need me,’ David said. ‘He has his friends— 
and his grandsons. I think sometimes he is nearer to them than 
to me. And you would be here. Peony—and Wang Ma.’ 

‘But your children—and their mother!’ Peony urged. ‘How 
can I take this responsibility?’ 

‘You do take it, Peony, whether I am here or not,’ he 
told her, 

Now she could not hold back her fears. ‘What if you died 
upon the way?’ she cried. ‘What if you were—were killed?’ 
She remembered the sword with the thin blade that had done 
such evil to his people in other countries, and had done evil 
here in this house, too, but she could not speak of it. Old 
Wang had taken that sword and had carried it to the river 
and had thrown it as far as his strength could reach, into the 
yellow whirlpools. 

‘Many have been killed,’ David said quietly. ‘There is no 
reason why I should not face the same danger.’ 

Now what could Peony say? She longed to cry out to him 
to stay for her own sake, for he was all her life, and if he did 
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not come back, she too could no longer live. But she was 
afraid to seize this comfort. His mind was very far away at 
this moment. She felt a strange jealousy that she had not 
known since Leah died. She had forgotten Leah for months 
upon months, even years, but now Leah came back in all her 
beauty. Did he remember that beauty? She weighed the 
common sense of speaking Leah’s name to him and decided 
that she would not. If he thought of Leah, to talk of her would 
be to bring her into this room where they were alone. Let 
Leah lie dead! Yet what hold was this that clung beyond the 
grave? What was the conscience in him? She could not answer 
her own question and she rose gracefully, quiet above her inner 
turmoil. ‘Let all be as you will. Young Master,’ she said. 

To her surprise David turned on her with anger. ‘Do not 
call me that, Peony!’ he said with much impatience. ‘At least 
when we are alone call me by my name. Have we not been 
brother and sister all our lives?’ 

What words could wound her more than these? But she 
refused to allow her hurt to show and she answered smoothly, 
‘I will try to remember. Do not take the journey unless you 
must. Yet if you must I will try to be all I should be while 
you are gone.’ 

With this she went away, having contrived it so that she 
did not speak his name. Some day perhaps she would speak 
it, but not while he remembered Leah. 

She went to her own room and sat a long while, pondering 
what she would do. She heard her name called and she went 
into her bedroom and hid herself behind the bed curtains, 
and crouching there she thought a while longer arid until her 
mind was clear. She would go to Kung Chen, and he would 
help her. Certainly he would not allow his daughter’s husband 
to wander away into the westward country to come back not 
sooner than a year and perhaps even never to come back. To 
think of this was to do it, and once again she slipped out of 
the Gate of Peaceful Escape, which she had not needed to use 
in these years since David’s marriage day. 


Kung Chen was at home, for he had been wearied by the 
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long funeral, and he sat inside his own rooms, sipping hot 
wine and gazing into a small brazier of coals that he had 
ordered prepared for his comfort rather than for warmth. She 
was ushered immediately into his presence, since all knew she 
served his daughter. 

‘Honoured Sir,’ Peony said in a small sweet voice. 

He looked up kindly at her slender, grey-robed figure and 
remembered that he had seen her standing beside his daughter 
and holding the wailing child. ‘Do not stand in my presence/ 
he now commanded her. ‘We are old acquaintances. Do you 
remember the morning by the fish pool? 1 He did not tell her 
what he thought, that she had grown very beautiful since that 
morning. Then she had been a rosy girl but now she was a 
woman, graceful and self-possessed. If the old gay glance of 
her eyes was gone, a lovely quietness had taken its place. No 
one would imagine that she was a bondmaid. She had grown 
far beyond that place. 

‘What have you to tell me? 1 he asked. 

Peony sat down delicately and folded her hands. She did 
not tell him what she thought, that he had aged very much 
since the morning by the fish pool. She had seen him only at 
a distance since that day. Now she saw him much thinner 
than he had been. His full face was slack and he had grown 
a scanty beard that was turning white. But his height re¬ 
mained and his shoulders were still broad. She knew that all 
his children were married, although for Lili, the child of his 
concubine, he had been able to find only the son of an ii-on- 
monger. Wealthy families did not wish to marry their sons 
to the daughter of a concubine who had run away with a head 
servant. This had been grief to Kung Chen, for he loved his 
little Lili above all the other children. 

‘Sir, it is for the sake of my young mistress that I come/ 
Peony said. ‘After we returned from the funeral to-day, I 
went to serve hot food to my young master, which is my duty, 
and I found him distraught, and when I inquired he told me 
that it was in his heart now to make the journey alone to the 
land of his ancestors, which he once planned to make with 
his mother. I said nothing, but I came to tell you. Sir, the 
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journey would take a full year, but this is not the worst of it. 
The Muslims are very fierce along the way, and Kao Lien 
told my old mistress so even before she died. My young master 
will stand in danger of his life if he goes. I think of our lady, 
your daughter, and the children. 5 

Kung Chen heard this in great astonishment. ‘How is it 
that the son would make a pilgrimage when his father does 
not?’ he inquired. ‘Does this not smack of filial impiety? 
Would his father not feel reproached before Heaven? 5 

Peony took her courage in her hands. She had a very 
delicate web to weave. ‘Sir, our young lord is the son of our 
old mistress. Our old lord is the son of one of our own people. 
The soul of the mother is in the son. 5 

Kung Chen began to understand. He nodded his head 
slowly and stroked his beard. ‘Go on, 5 he said. 

Peony inclined her own head modestly. The web was well 
begun but it was not finished. ‘Sir, there is more than this. 
I wish to offend no one—but it may be you remember the 
young lady to whom our young lord was once betrothed—or 
very nearly. 5 

‘The one who- 5 Kung Chen drew his long forefinger 

across his throat. 

‘That one, 5 Peony agreed. 

‘Did—he—ah—love her? 5 Kung Chen next inquired. There 
was some jealousy in him for his daughter, but he did not 
speak it out. 

Peony perceived the jealousy well enough. ‘I will not say 
he loved her, 5 she said hesitatingly. ‘I would even say he did 
not, for it was at that very time that he loved our young 
mistress—your daughter, sir. But in some strange way these 
two young ladies struggled in his heart against one another. 
Thus the foreign one kept him back from loving entirely our 
lady, now the mother of his sons, and our lady made him 
unable to love the foreign one whom his mother wished for 
her daughter-in-law. The two spoiled one another for him.* 

Kung Chen pondered this a while. ‘Was the other more 
beautiful than my daughter?’ he now asked. 

Peony considered, ‘No,’ she said, then she added, ‘but she 
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had some hidden power over him. It was the same power his 
mother had, and he loved and hated it together. While his 
mother lived, he rebelled against it and he maintained himself. 
But now that she is dead, he remembers the other one, too, 
and he feels that somewhere he has a duty undone, and he 
is restless.’ 

‘What has the journey to do with all this?’ Kung Chen next 
inquired, 

‘They both wanted to leave our land and go to that one 
where their ancestors were,’ Peony replied. 

Kung Chen mused a while longer. He remembered all that 
he had learned of the Jews and of the lodestone of faith that 
drew them back to the arid strip of earth that had once been 
theirs.’ Certainly his Little Three must not suffer and she must 
not be left a widow with many children, and in the height of 
her young womanhood. He moved to protect his own. 

‘The young man is restless,’ he said, stroking his beard. ‘It 
is natural enough. He has never travelled. Men often grow 
restless after the first years of marriage. They know all they 
have, and they think of new sights. Very well, he shall travel, 
and my daughter and the children and you must all go with 
him. I will lend my own mule carts and my muleteers to 
meet you when you leave the river, and my cooks will go with 
you, and they will all take the journey to the northern capital. 
I shall ask the governor of our province, moreover, to send* 
some of his own guards with you, as warning to robbers and 
river pirates. Spring is just beyond to-morrow and the journey 
will be pleasant. I shall ask his father to decide that the journey 
is necessary for our business, and indeed it may well be.’ 

Kung Chen was very well pleased with himself, and he 
wagged his big head to and fro. His mind ran ahead of his 
plans. 'Yes, and I will see that I have a fine gift that must 
be presented, for me to the two new empresses, and I will send 
word to my friends to give feasts for my son-in-law, and I will 
give orders at the Pear Garden Theatre to show plays for him 
and for his friends, whom he must feast in return. Who does 
not enjoy the northern capital? It is the most beautiful city 
in the world.’ Kung Chen’s imagination grew warm. He 
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rubbed his hands together over the coals. ‘All is as it should 
be,’ he said. ‘The Imperial Court is home from exile now—it 
has returned from Jehol to Peking—and the capital is filled 
with joy. Truce has been declared with the white men over 
the opium from India, and the rebel Christians are defeated 
in the eastern provinces. It is time again for pleasure and 
for trade.’ 

He clapped his hands on his knees and beamed so brightly 
that Peony was delighted indeed. She rose, her own face 
bright too. ‘It is a plan from Heaven,’ she declared. ‘I will 
wait then, sir, until commands come down.’ Then bowing 
she went home again. 

Behind her Kung Chen sat alone, stroking his beard and 
frowning into the fire. His Little Three—was she happy? He 
had taken it for granted that she was, since each year she had 
given birth to a son. Once or twice he had asked her mother 
what she thought, but Madame Kung seidom thought at all 
about a daughter who had left the house to belong to another 
family. 

His mind went gratefully to Peony. Where she was, 
doubtless all would be well. 

Thus it came about that on a fine day in later spring David, 
persuaded by Peony, set out for the north. He, his wife, and 
their children and Peony went aboard a great river junk and 
sailed for the northern capital. With them were undermaids 
and mensei'vants and two cooks whom Kung Chen chose 
because they came from the north and begged to have the 
chance to see their old home again. On a smaller boat the 
guards went ahead of them. 

Ezra saw them go with a chill heart, and he dreaded his 
loneliness until they came back. Yet he dared not leave his 
business, for Kao Lien was about to lead his camels westward 
again, and the loads must be chosen from the best Chinese 
goods. Moreover, since peace had come with the white men 
from India, Ezra had in mind to send down two trustworthy 
men with Chinese goods to be sold there. He was further 
persuaded by Kung Chen, who said that his own loss would 
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be heavy if Ezra did not send out these loads early enough to 
bring back western goods by the next early winter at latest. 
So Ezra made the best of his lot, and Wang Ma and Old Wang 
stayed at home, and Kao Lien moved into Ezra’s house for 
the last weeks before he set out, and David made promises to 
come home soon, and Kung Chen promised that he would 
dine with Ezra every day, and so the parting was made. 

On the junk all was confusion at first. The children cried 
with the strangeness and they were frightened when with many 
shouts and curses the boatmen eased the huge junk from the 
shore and edged their way into the middle of the river, pushing 
with long bamboo poles and rowing until in midstream the 
wind caught their sails. Each nurse comforted the child that 
was her responsibility, and the baby clung to the breast of the 
wet nurse, and so quiet came. Peony tended her young mis¬ 
tress and saw that she was seated on a couch and that she had 
tea and sweetmeats, and she unpacked cushions and fans and 
bedding and charcoal braziers and everything that could be 
used for greater comfort. This done, she inquired of the cooks 
what was to be prepared for the day’s meals, since they had 
come aboard at early morning, and only when she was satisfied 
with their plans did she let her heart rest, and she looked 
around to see where they were to live. 

The junk was a mighty one, for the river, and the bow and 
the stern rose high out of the water. Upon the bow were 
painted two great eyes, and upon the stern was painted the 
tail of a fish. The boatmen lived in two small cabins at the 
stem, and with them were their wives and children. But gates 
shut them off from the others and they kept themselves apart. 
Each child had a rope tied about his middle, so that if he fell 
into the water, the mother could haul him up again, and 
Peony exclaimed that such ropes should be put about her 
charges, too. She took two coils of soft hempen rope that the 
boatman gave her, but when she tied these ropes about the 
waists of David’s sons, they cried with rage and would not be 
tied, and Peony had no choice except to bid the maids to hold 
them by their sashes, and never let them be free for one 
moment. Thus two maids were continually busy all day and 
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Peony thanked Heaven that the youngest child could not 
walk. 

The kitchens came next after the boatmen’s cabins, and the 
cooks slept in them at night. They were small, but there was 
everything needful for preparing fine food, and soon the cooks 
were at their duty. In front of the kitchens were the bedrooms 
for the family and the great central saloon, where they sat by 
day. Here Peony must sleep by night, for the children and 
their nurses must have one bedroom, and David and his wife 
the other, and Peony had no place for her own. This was 
hardship indeed, but she told herself that when she needed 
solitude very much she could sit outside the windows of the 
saloon, where the deck was so narrow that the children could 
not come and where her mistress would not dare to walk. 
This place then became her own. In front of the saloon there 
was a wide deck, and the floors were of fine varnished wood, 
which neither sun nor rain could spoil. This varnish came 
from Ningpo, whose people are famous for their junks and 
seagoing ships. 

Thus began the journey that was to last for days. For herself 
Peony looked forward to every day with pleasure. She had 
work enough to superintend the life of all, and yet she had 
hours in which to sit dreaming in her own little place, dis¬ 
turbed only by a boatman when he passed from stern to bow 
and back again, or when the wind failed and the oars must be 
used until the tow ropes were out. But she feared very much 
lest David grow restless. He was used to space and many 
courts, and would he be patient closed into this vessel with 
crying children and his wife sometimes impatient? At first she 
was afraid; then she found she need not fear. 

For David found himself absorbed in the sights that passed 
before their eyes. Sometimes their way was slow enough so 
that he could walk on the shore, and many miles he walked 
over new country and through provinces that he had never 
seen before. Everywhere he was treated with courtesy, and 
when the tow-men stopped to rest and eat and drink tea, 
he took his meal ashore, too, and the townspeople spoke 
to him courteously, inquiring only what country he came 
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from. When he spoke the name of his own city they 
wondered, 

‘We did not know that foreigners lived there,’ they told him. 

‘I am not a foreigner,’ he replied. ‘I was born in that city 
and my father before me.’ 

‘But what country did your ancestors come from?’ they then 
inquired. 

‘From over the mountains,’ he replied, and they nodded, 
their curiosity satisfied. 

He did not talk often with Peony, for there was little chance 
for this, and they both, without words, knew that Kueilan 
would not be pleased if she saw her husband talking with a 
bondmaid beyond what was necessary. Yet sometimes when 
Peony had put her mistress to bed, and she went to the fore¬ 
deck to tell David that all was ready for the night, David 
lingered a few minutes, especially if the moon shone. 

On one such night he said to Peony, ‘My father has always 
said that your people are kind to ours, but the depth of this 
kindness I only now see for myself. These people in the river 
hamlets and along the shores, they do not know me, and yet 
they greet me and they make me welcome in the inns. I 
wonder at this gentleness.’ 

‘Are not all men brothers under Heaven?’ So Peony replied 
in the words of the sages. 

David shook his head. ‘These good words are everywhere,’ 
he replied, ‘but not always such good deeds,’ He went inside 
then to his own rest, and Peony stood alone in the moonlight. 

It was indeed fair country. The land along the river shores 
was green with new rice and about every little village the 
peach-trees were in full blossom, pink by day and pearly by 
night. Distant hills rose against the sky and the water flowed 
golden under the moon, A good land, and the people were 
good. There were robbers, it is true, and there were pirates 
on the river, but these robbed all alike, whatever their colour 
and their shape. With the guards this family was safe, and 
the governor had given the boatman a flag that announced 
that they were taking gifts to the Imperial Court and none 
would dare to rob them. 
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When all was quiet Peony went into the now empty saloon 
and she unrolled the quilts that by day she hid under the 
couches, and she made herself ready for sleep. Site slept well, 
the fresh winds blowing upon her. 

Out of one province they came into another and so at last 
near to the port where the river met the Grand Canal. They 
did not wish to reach the sea, neither did they wish to change 
to the small canal-boats. At a given place, therefore, they left 
the boat that had become a home to them, and they met the 
muie carts that were to take them north. 

Often did Peony wish for the junk again, for now they must 
travel all day over the rough cobbled roads, stopping to eat 
quick meals, except at night when they slept at inns. Peony 
was impatient indeed, for to find a clean, good inn was nearly 
impossible. Each evening the master innkeeper wherever they 
were would come out fawning and praising when he saw how 
long a retinue they had, and he bawled and shouted to his 
men to prepare food and tea and he promised that he had 
clean rooms and the best of everything. But when Peony 
inspected the rooms, they were often filthy. When she saw 
there were fleas and bedbugs she refused to have the bed rolls 
opened until water had been boiled and poured over the bed 
boards. All was done under her supervision, for her mistress 
was helpless and David was eager to see every new sight, and 
when they reached a town or city he left his family and went 
out to look at it. 

But Peking was reached at last, and every child was silenced 
while they looked in wonder as the great walls loomed grey 
and high out of the surrounding plains. All had heard of the 
wonders of this capital, but even David was not prepared for 
the vastness of what they saw. They went through the city 
gate, and the walls were so thick that it was twilight there be¬ 
tween sunlight at the two ends. Kung Chen had written to his 
shops to prepare a house for Ezra’s son and his family, and there 
they went along streets so wide and all paved with stone that 
even Peony had no word to say and could only look her wonder. 

So they came to a gate set in a wall, and they went in and 
found Kung Chen’s men there waiting to welcome them. 
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David stayed with them in the guest-hall, and Peony led the 
family into their courts, and the servants worked well, and 
soon all was settled. 

The little boys were pleased with what was new, and 
Kueilan walked about the gardens and exclaimed over the 
rockery and the dwarfed plum-trees. Thus the holiday was 
begun. But Peony watched above all for David. Would it be 
holiday for him, too? She was comforted when having sent 
his guests away he came in to visit his family and her and she 
saw his face gay and his eyes bright with excitement. 

‘Let us stay here a long time, eh, mother of my sons?’ he 
said to his wife, and she smiled back at him, excited by his 
joy. Pie grew tender to her suddenly. ‘You little one!’ he 
exclaimed. ‘You look as you did the first time I saw you!’ 

Hearing these words, Peony slipped away, lest her presence 
check the renewal of their love. The old deep sadness of life 
lay in the bottom of her heart and she knew it was there, but 
she would not allow herself to sink in to it. Out of the dark 
and sullen bottom of a lake the lotus flowers bloomed upon 
its surface, and she would pluck the flowers. 

Peking was at its best that spring. The people, released 
from the fears and trials of war, rejoiced in the return of the 
Imperial Court to the city. The two empresses, the eastern 
and elder and the western and younger, were regents for the 
young emperor, who was still a child. Both empresses were 
beautiful, but the Western Empress was rich with love of life 
and power, and it could easily be seen that under her reign 
the nation would prosper and every sort of art and commerce 
would grow strong. 

It was the air that David loved best. Old sadness fell from 
him and the very look in his eyes changed. The tinge of 
melancholy that had become natural to him left him, and 
the vitality that only rebellion had lit so far now became his 
daily energy. 

‘I love this city,’ he told Peony one day. ‘Look at the people 
—the men tall—the women handsome. Peony, you are like 
a child here.’ 
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Peony was not sure that she was pleased with this com¬ 
parison. It was true that most of the women were taller titan 
she, their cheekbones high and their frames big. She pouted 
a little at David and he laughed. ‘Let us talk of something 
else, then! The wide streets—I like the space.’ 

To this Peony could agree. There was space everywhere, 
tlie streets wide enough for ten carts to run abreast between 
shops on either side stocked with fine goods. The people were 
more than handsome—they were kind and their spirits were 
noble. There was no smallness anywhere. The largeness of 
the north was in this city, where the people ate wheat bread 
with their meat instead of rice. Many peoples met here, and 
David took pleasure in feasting in the fine inns with the friends 
whom Kung Chen had provided. To eat roast mutton in a 
Mohammedan inn, to spend half the night over roast duck in 
another, to declare both the finest food, was easy enough. 
The mutton, tender and wisely flavoured, was tom in pieces 
and roasted upon spits over charcoal and brought to the table 
hot to be eaten with steamed rolls of bread. 

And yet Peking duck could still be the finer food. Night 
after night David sat in one inn or another with men so carefree 
and so full of humour that he would have said they never 
worked at anything but pleasure had he not seen them shrewd 
tradesmen by day. They sat about a great round table, eating 
small dishes first, until the host of the inn brought in the ducks 
for their approval, killed and plucked but not yet roasted. 
When they had chosen a pair of ducks, appraising size and 
fat and texture of the skin, these were spitted and turned over 
coals, until the skin was crisped and browned and glistening 
with fat. Soon the first dish was served, and it was the curls 
of rich dark skin, and with it came thin pancakes of wheat 
flour and red jelly made of haws and sweetened. These cakes 
were wrapped about the roasted duck skin and into each was 
put a spoonful of jelly and so they were eaten, hot and sweet 
and bread and meat together, with warmed wine in small 
bowls. Then in succession came the other dishes, the meat of 
the roasted duck flavoured and mixed with tender cabbage 
and then with mushrooms and then with bamboo shoots and 
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then with chestnuts, each dish different from all others and 
each as good as the next, until the final dainty of the duck, 
now devoured. This was the head split open so that the brains 
could be picked out with chopsticks and tasted for the fine 
delicate flavour. 

Who could tire of such fare? And yet there were the vege¬ 
tarian inns where devout Buddhists could feast, those who gave 
up eating meat for the sake of their souls. At those inns 
vegetables were shaped and flavoured until the feasters could 
have sworn them meat, except they had no flesh of any animal 
in them. The eyes of the devout were satisfied and their 
palates tasted the semblance of the meats they had denied 
themselves, while their souls were saved. 

‘How clever are these people!’ David exclaimed each day 
when he discovered such new things. Indeed, the pleasures 
he had enjoyed in his youth seemed small in comparison to 
the variety that he now found in Peking. The finest theatres 
were here, the best shows of juggling and magic, and the most 
famous singers and musicians and scholars. 

While he waited for audience with the two empresses, David 
released his soul and he enjoyed every pleasure that the city 
had. Nor was he selfish and solitary. Each morning he spent 
on business for his father and ICung Chen, and he visited every 
rich merchant in the city and he made many new contracts 
for the delivery of goods and he took orders for fabulous 
articles from Europe and from India. For the merchants here 
knew of machines and cloths and lamps and toys made abroad 
and they craved these things for themselves and for sale. 
Especially did they want clocks. The great gilt clock that 
years ago Kao Lien had brought as a gift for the Emperor was 
now matched by many others in the palace. In one room, so 
David heard, there were more than a hundred clocks. What 
had been a royal gift for one now became a thing coveted by 
common men, and David wrote to his father: 

‘Clocks can be sold here by the many thousand, I think, 
especially those not too high in price, yet ornate with gilt and 
figures. But all foreign goods are valued. These people have the 
best of everything, the finest silks and satins and embroideries, 
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the richest jewellery and furniture, and yet their love of 
novelty is such that they will buy any trickery of foreign stuff. ’ 

When the morning’s business was over David spent his 
afternoon with his family, unless the day was raining or, worse 
than rainy, clouded with dust, which the high winds blew 
over the city from distant deserts. Holding his sons’ hands, 
David walked in temple forests and sat in theatres and visited 
every bazaar and fakirs’ show-place, and with him often was 
his wife, shy at being seen abroad and yet made bold by 
curiosity. Whether Kueilan went or not, and sometimes she 
complained that her feet hurt her and she could not walk. 
Peony went always with the children, and now she too knew 
the happiest times of her whole life. With David and his sons 
she laughed and watched and was amazed at many sights. 
She was never tired, and she was always amiable, and as the 
weeks passed easily, more and more it was she who went and 
not her mistress. 

For Kueilan had made friends with some of the ladies of 
the merchants, and she grew fond of gambling with them. 
From one house to another these ladies went, one day here 
and one day there, travelling in their curtained sedans, and 
they spent the whole afternoon and evening at mah-jongg, 
until it became their passion. In this the serving maids 
encouraged them, since before each lady said good night to 
the others she must for courtesy’s sake put silver in a bowl 
upon the table, and this the maids divided between them. 
Peony took no share, for she considered herself above such 
money, but careful always to wound no feelings, she excused 
herself to the others saying, ‘Since I must stay with the little 
lords and their father and I cannot help you who serve our 
mistress, it would not be just for me to share the serving money.’ 

There was no talk of quick return to their old home. For 
one tiling, the presentation of the gifts David had brought to 
the empresses was delayed until they were ready to receive 
him, and the delay stretched into months because they were 
busy with the repairs needed for the palace. While the court 
had been in exile there had been much ruin, and this must all 
be mended. But far beyond this were the vast plans the 
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Western Empress had for a new palace and for added courts 
and pools and bridges and rockeries and gardens. Tire 
Imperial Treasury was impoverished by wars with the white 
men and by the rebellion of the southern Christians. The 
Western Empress demanded therefore new taxes and tributes, 
especially for the building of the Summer Palace and for the. 
beautifying of the lake there. She dreamed of a marble boat 
set in the lake that would be large enough for all her ladies 
to dine in and then to see a play whose actors might number 
into hundreds. Her ministers groaned to think of such expense, 
and rumours went out over the city of her ambitions and her 
wilfulness. The ministers besought her to remember that the 
wars with the white men had been lost for lack of a good army, 
and that swords were not enough these days when outer 
nations had gunpowder. But the Western Empress answered 
arrogantly thus: ‘When the Imperial Court is glorious, the 
nation shares its glory,’ and the rumour of this went over the 
city, too. 

Yet the people laughed when they heard of the pride and 
strength of the young empress and they took it as a good sign. 
Weakness and languor in the ruler were feared, and there was 
neither in the Western Empress. Even rumours of her quarrels 
with the Eastern Empress were made the stuff for jokes and 
songs, and hardihood and wilfulness entered into the spirit of 
the people because it was in the young empress. 

Early in the summer David received at last the summons 
to the court and he made ready to appear. The hour was 
soon after dawn, when the audience with the ministers was 
over, and the empresses were ready to receive proposals of 
new revenue and gifts. 

Peony rose early indeed and she helped David to dress 
himself and saw to it that he had food and that all was in 
readiness. She went with him to the gate and behind her 
stood the servants, awed to know their master was to be 
received at court. They all gazed at David, very fine in new 
garments of blue silk and black velvet, his tasselled hat upon 
his head and jade rings on his thumbs, as he stepped into his 
great sedan chair. 
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Peony watched until the chair disappeared and then she 
went back to bed. She could not sleep—that was beyond her 
—and in an hour or two she must rise and see that the children 
were fed, cared for, and happy, and later than that the feast 
was prepared for her mistress that night, for the ladie 3 were 
to play mah-jongg here. When David would return she did 
not know, but the house must be ready for that, too, and her 
mistress up and dressed and waiting to hear the story he would 
have to tell. For Peony was always careful to prepare her 
mistress to be all that she should be as a wife. She did not 
allow Kueilan to appear before her husband with her hair 
uncombed or her dress wrinkled. Kueilan grumbled often, 
saying, ‘I am an old married woman now, Peony, and shall 
I have no peace? First it is my feet I unbound to please you 
and now it is my hair to be a trouble to me and then it is my 
eyebrows to be plucked and my finger-nails painted and you 
have me perfumed like a flower girl. When am I to have 
some peace?’ 

To this Peony only smiled and said, ‘It gives your lord 
pleasure, does it not, my lady?’ 

One day when Peony had so answered Kueilan threw her 
a shrewd look and she said, ‘It is only to please him, then? 
You do not care for me.’ 

Peony felt her heart stop. Then she said smoothly, C I take 
it that what gives him pleasure gives you the most pleasure, 
too, but if I am wrong, Lady, please instruct me.’ 

This put Kueilan in a difficulty, for how could she say she 
did not wish to give her husband pleasure? She was silent, but 
after that Peony took care never to mention David to her again. 
She learned more wisdom, and her soul grew deep as life itself. 

When David came back at mid-morning, looking weary but 
triumphant, the whole house was waiting to receive him, his 
wife dressed and pretty, the children clean and eager, and the 
servants respectful and yet curious. 

Peony met him at the gate. ‘Is it too much to ask that you 
tell us what has happened? We wait to know, and with one 
telling it will be told to all.’ 

‘First let me eat and drink, for I am faint,’ David replied. 
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‘We -were not allowed to sit down and I had to bow myself 
on. my knees until they are sore. 5 

She followed him into the house and to his own rooms and 
took the heavy hat from his head, and the stiff brocaded robe 
he next laid aside, and the high velvet boots. Then she 
fetched his easy robe of summer silk and his low satin shoes 
and he ate and drank food that she ordered brought to him 
and he slept an hour and then he was ready. 

In the great hall of the house Peony assembled all, and 
David sat down in the highest seat and looked about at his 
family and servants. The day was fine and the summer sun¬ 
shine fell into the court and shone through the wide-open 
doors and he thought to himself that what he had was well 
enough to make a man proud. His wife sat across the table 
from him, and she wore a soft green satin robe, and jade was 
in her ears and in the knot of her hair and gold and jade were 
upon her hands and wrists. She was as pretty as the girl he 
had first seen in Rung Chen’s hall. Near her stood his two 
handsome sons, dressed like little men in long silk robes, their 
hair braided in queues and corded with red silk. The third 
son was now beginning to walk, and his nurse held him by a 
broad silk girdle and followed him as he staggered everywhere. 
Peony sat near the door, and he knew her quiet beautiful face. 
The servants stood together clean and waiting. He took up 
his tea bowl, sipped and set it down, and then began: 

‘You must understand that it is no easy matter to appear 
before the empresses. I waited for more than two hours in 
an ante-room with others who had been granted audience 
to-day, and we were given no seats or tea. A eunuch led us 
there and bade us wait, and it was the Chief Steward himself 
who was to call us. But when he came he had first to teach 
us what to expect and how to behave. The Eastern Empress, 
he told us, was ill to-day and only the Western Empress would 
receive us. We were not to look at the Imperial Screen behind 
which we sat- 1 

At this point David’s elder son cried out, ‘Dieh-dieh, did 
you not see her?’ 

David shook his head. ‘No one is allowed to see her, my 
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first son. She is empress, but she is also a woman—a beautiful 
one, and a widow. Her behaviour is correct. 5 

‘Well, we all went in, and I was given the third place- 5 

‘Why the third place, Dieh-dieh? 5 his son asked again. 

At this David looked impadent and Peony rose softly and 
led the little boy to her side and held him in her arm. Then 
David went on: ‘That I am third is because I have no official 
rank and there were two before me who had. I was the first 
of those without rank, and this is because Kung Chen has 
special favour in our province and has been mentioned at the 
court by our provincial governor. 5 

So David went on, and he told how he came in and how 
he bowed his head to the floor and how he must stay in that 
position until his name was called, and how then he stood 
with bowed head and presented his gifts, which had been 
taken from him at the door when he entered. He explained 
that the gifts were from Europe, not as good as anything 
already here, but still he hoped that Her Majesty would find 
a moment’s idle pleasure in their curiosity. Then he spoke of 
the House of Ezra and its contracts with the House of Kung, 
and he thanked the Empress because although his ancestors 
came from foreign lands, yet they had lived here in peace. 

At this point David stopped and looked at them with some 
pride. ‘When I said this, the Western Empress spoke to me. 5 

‘What did she say? 5 Kueilan asked. 

‘She asked me if you were foreign too, but I said no. Then 
she asked me if I had children and I said yes, three sons. Now 
hear me—she commanded me to bring my sons and let her see 
them, because she has never seen children of foreign blood!’ 

What consternation, pride, and excitement now fell on 
David’s family! 

‘Did she set a day? 5 his wife exclaimed. 

‘To-morrow, at four in the afternoon, we are all to go. I am 
to wait in the ante-room, but you and the children and their 
nurses must go to the garden where the ladies of the court will 
be gathering flowers. The Chief Steward will take you there 
and you are to stay only as long as he says and then come 
back. 5 
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‘Peony must come with me,’ Kueilan said immediately. 

‘Oh, no! 5 Peony exclaimed, 

‘Yes, you must go, ! David said with authority. ‘It is only 
you who can stop a child from crying.’ 

So it was decided, and for once Kueilan was too distraught 
to play her mah-jongg well and that night she was peevish 
when Peony came to put her to bed because she had lost so 
much money. 

‘Your lord is rich and generous,’ Peony reminded her. ‘He 
will not reproach you, Lady.’ 

But Kueilan did not want to be comforted and she continued 
peevish until Peony left her in bed and went to tell David that 
she was ready to go to sleep. 

She found him very meditative in his garden, sitting under 
a twisted pine-tree in a bamboo chair. He heard her message 
and inclined his head, but he did not rise for a moment. 
Peony waited, perceiving that he had been thinking and might 
want to tell her what he thought. When he did not speak she 
asked a question to excuse her lingering. 

‘How did the voice of the Western Empress sound in your 
ears?’ 

‘Strong and fresh, but without sweetness,’ he answered. 

Then he said what was in his mind. ‘Peony, I never felt 
so clearly before the imperial clemency that has been shown 
to my people. She knew me foreign, she heard me give her 
thanks—and all she wished was to see my children.’ 

‘Woman’s curiosity in an empress,’ Peony said smiling. 

‘But no dislike!’ he exclaimed. 

‘Why should there be dislike when your people have never 
made a war here or taken what was not yours of land or 
goods?’ Peony asked warmly. ‘You have been good people— 
and you and your father are good men.’ 

David looked at her strangely. ‘Our goodness has not saved 
us elsewhere in the world,’ he said. 

‘Those other foreign peoples are unreasonable,’ Peony 
retorted. ‘We have been taught reason with our mothers’ 
milk.’ 

Upon this she went away, and the more she pondered what 
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David had said, the more she was not certain whether it had 
been well to have him grateful to the Empress or whether it 
were a good sign that she had made him feel foreign again. 
Peony sighed and for the first time wished that a day had been 
set for their return to their own city. 

There was no time for thinking or wishing on the morrow, 
be sure of that. All day Kueilan spent in bathing and powder¬ 
ing and dressing, and the hairline of her forehead must be 
straightened and every little hair pulled out that did not lie 
flat, and only Peony could do this without hurting her. The 
long finger-nail on the third finger of her right hand broke off 
and this made her shed tears of anger. 

‘How shall I hide this?’ she demanded of Peony, and she 
held out her little hand, which was still like a lotus bud. 

‘We will put the silver shield on just the same,’ Peony 
replied. ‘Who will know the nail is gone beneath? Sit still, 
Lady, please, and let others serve you, lest you break another 
nail.’ 

By now it was her feet that distressed Kueilan. She looked 
with much distaste upon her shoes, which needed to be so 
much larger than they had been. ‘I am ashamed to show 
these huge countrywoman’s feet,’ she declared to Peony. ‘I 
wish I had never listened to what you said.’ 

‘Your lord was very pleased, Lady,’ Peony reminded her, 
forgetting, that she was not to speak of him. 

‘Only for a day or two,’ Kueilan said pouting. ‘He never 
sees my feet now. He has forgotten all my suffering. But I 
have to see my feet every day and now they will disgrace me 
before the empresses. I dare say their feet are very tiny!’ 

Peony remembered her books at this moment. ‘No, Mistress, 
there you are wrong. The empresses are Manchu and not 
Chinese and their feet have never been bound, and therefore 
how much bigger are they than yours!’ 

Kueilan exclaimed at this, but she was consoled, and at last 
she was dressed and beautiful and she sat motionless in her 
chair so as not to spoil her looks while Peony superintended 
the dressing of the children before her eyes. This, too, was a 
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task needing much patience, for Kueilan did not like the robe 
for her eldest son, and when at last all were ready, the third 
son was overcome with excitement and too much noise and 
he cast up his food and spoiled his garments and had to be 
made ready afresh. 

‘I wish it were all over and that I were in bed!’ Kueilan 
exclaimed when she rose at last and went to the gate, where 
the sedan chairs waited. 

‘Lady, you will tell your grandchildren of this hour,’ Peony 
said, smiling, to comfort her. 

So they set forth, David ahead and all his family behind, 
and they approached the great foursquare walls of the palace. 
At the gate they were delayed for bribes to the gatekeepers 
and then the chair-men were allowed to enter. Then the gates 
closed again after them, and the chairs were set down and 
David came out first and then waited while they all came out. 
He surveyed them and felt his pride rise at the sight of his 
pretty wife and healthy children. Then he turned to Peony 
anxiously. 

‘Stay close by each one, Peony! Do not let the little boys 
run here and there—help their mother to answer well when 
she is spoken to.’ 

‘Rest your heart,’ Peony replied, but her own heart was 
far from at rest. 

J; So they left him there, and a eunuch led them to an inner 
gate, and then the Chief Steward met them. He was a tall 
strong man, a eunuch as all men were in these walls, except 
the Emperor himself, and Peony instantly disliked his looks. 
He was handsome, his face full and smooth, his voice high 
and soft, but cold. But his eyes were not the eyes of a eunuch. 
He stared at her with instant and insolent admiration, and 
she looked away. In spite of her wish, she felt herself blush 
and then she grew cold. What if he took that blush to be a 
sign that she felt his look? She stayed close to her mistress and 
she took a hand of each little boy, and together they walked 
behind the Chief Steward to the gardens. At the gate he 
paused, and again his insolent eyes were on Peony while he 
gave them commands in his high cruel voice. 
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‘Their Imperial Majesties are now examining the water- 
lilies,’ he told them. ‘You are to stand by the great pine-tree 
inside the gate. When they pass you must all bow, even to 
the children. Do not speak unless Their Majesties address 
you. If they do not speak and pass on, I will lead you away 
again. If a question is asked, I will repeat it, and you are to 
answer me, and I will repeat your answer to Their 
Majesties. 1 

He led them in, and they waited by a great pine-tree and 
he waited with them. In the distance, among the flowers in 
the sunshine, they could see the empresses, followed by a score 
and more of ladies all in beautiful robes of many colours. It 
was a pretty sight and Peony wished to enjoy it, but she could 
not because of the Chief Steward. What did he do now but 
take his place directly behind her? He stood so close to her 
that she could feel his hot breath on her nape, and she knew 
this meant that he was staring at her hair and at her neck 
and shoulders. She stepped forward and he stepped forward 
and suddenly she felt faint. The sunny picture before her 
swam into a mist, and all the brilliant colours mingled in a 
rainbow haze. If she stepped farther, it would be unfitting 
to her mistress, and yet she could not endure the terror of this 
man behind her. While she wavered she felt him press yet 
closer, and he made pretence to speak in a low voice: ‘The 
tall one is the Western Empress. She will speak if either speaks, 
for the Eastern Empress never speaks before her. 1 

While he said this he peered over Peony’s head and she felt 
his huge body press loathsomely against her. Now she could 
not bear it, and she slipped to one side and put the third son’s 
nurse in her place. Peony did not look up while she did 
this, but he reproved her. ‘Make no commotion, woman. 
Their Majesties are near! 1 

‘Be still, Peony! 1 Kueilan whispered loudly. 

What could Peony do but stand? She felt her face flush 
again and all the joy was spoiled. She scarcely heard what 
came next and she could scarcely keep from weeping. 

For the Western Empress had paused and then the Eastern 
Empress also and all the ladies. 
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‘Who are these?’ the Western Empress now asked of the 
Chief Steward. 

He answered her, and they stood while the Western 
Empress looked at them. Peony did not lift her eyes, knowing 
it was forbidden, but she saw the royal hands, one holding a 
jade fan, the other hanging down empty. They were strong 
hands for a woman, not small, but beautifully shaped. Upon 
each finger was a nail shield of gold, embossed and set with 
jewels. The feet beneath the long robe were in embroidered 
shoes, and under the shoes were satin soles padded six inches 
thick to the give the Empress height. 

The Eastern Empress did not speak, but the Western 
Empress looked her fill at the children. ‘They do look foreign,’ 
she declared to her ladies. ‘Black hail', but not smooth. The 
eyes are round, their noses high. Yet they are handsome and 
they look healthy. I wish our royal son looked so healthy.’ 

She sighed and ordered sweetmeats given them all and 
Peony thanked Heave", that the baby did not cry. Then she 
heard the Western Empress ask yet another question. ‘Who 
is this pretty girl?’ She knew the question was of her, and she 
hung her head yet lower. 

‘She is our bondmaid,’ Kueilan told the Chief Steward, and 
he shouted, ‘A bondmaid, Majesty!’ 

• ‘Too pretty for a bondmaid,’ the Western Empress said 
coolly. 

That was all. The Western Empress swept on and with her 
the Eastern Empress and the ladies, and the Chief Steward 
led them out again. Now he was very affable and he heaped 
sweetmeats on the children, and he put his hand into his 
bosom and took out some money. 

‘Here is something for yourself/ he said to Peony. ‘Her 
Majesty never sees another woman, and it was most unusual 
that she spoke of you. A word from me will bring you into 
these courts and you will have all you need for life.’ 

While he spoke he held the money on his big open palm, 
but Peony did not take it. She hastened on with the children 
and shook her head and was not able to speak. Never had 
she been so glad to see David as she was now. He came 
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forward to meet them and she answered his questions quickly 
while she busied herself. 

‘Yes, the children were good. Our lady was beautiful. Her 
Majesty spoke of the children’s health.’ 

And all the time she made haste to be hidden behind the 
curtains of her sedan chair, for the Chief Steward stood staring 
at her. When the curtains were drawn about her and she felt 
the chair hoisted to the men’s shoulders, she took out her 
handkerchief and wept heartily and well. She had been 
thoroughly frightened and now she was safe. Never would 
she leave the walls of the house again until they went home. 
A man so powerful as the Chief Steward in the Imperial Palace 
could reach out his hands and clutch her anywhere in the 
streets. She would persuade David to go home as soon as they 
could. Yet how could she tell him? 

All the way home she wept, wiping her eyes dry only when 
they turned into their own street. When she was in the house 
she was busy again and she kept her face turned away, and 
in the weariness of all, the fret of her mistress arid the crying 
of the children, she was not noticed, for David withdrew to 
his own rooms as he always did when the children were 
troublesome. So this day ended, and when all were at rest 
Peony went to bed too, without having seen David. She wept 
again and asked herself whether she must tell David, but being 
weary with fear and excitement, she too fell asleep before she 
could answer her own question. 

David discovered her plight himself the next morning before 
Peony had so much as seen him. He had finished his breakfast 
and was about to set forth on a visit to a new shop in the 
south end of the city where rugs were being woven in new 
patterns, when a messenger came to the gate in the yellow 
garments that meant that he was from the Imperial Palace. 
He was very haughty and he frightened the gateman and the 
servants by his loud voice and his high manners, saying that 
he brought out a letter addressed to ‘The Foreigner Sumamed 
Chao, from the City of K’aifeng, Now Resident in the Hutung 
of the Silver Horse’. 

T B.— 18 
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Chao was the Chinese surname of Ezra’s family and the 
letter was for David. The gateman received it, and begging 
the imperial messenger to be seated, he ran with the letter to 
the head servant, who took it to David as he was about to 
come out from his own door. 

‘Master—from the palace ! 5 the servant gasped. 

David took the letter with wonder, and opened it. His face 
changed as he read the words it contained. He looked 
astonished and then stern. 

‘Does the messenger still wait ? 5 he asked. 

‘At the gate, Master,’ the servant replied. 

‘Pay him well and tell him that I shall send an answer when 
I have considered the proposal.’ 

The man went away and paid the messenger and then spread 
throughout the household the rumour that the master had 
been ofFered a high post in the Imperial Court. This rumour 
came to Peony and immediately she grew afraid. If David 
were tempted indeed to stay near the court, then how could 
she remain with him? She could never be safe from that evil 
eunuch. Her life fell into pieces before her eyes, and she felt 
so faint that she could scarcely continue with her task of 
arranging lilies in a bowl. Now indeed she must speak to 
David and tell him what had befallen her. 

But David sent for her before she could speak. It was not 
usual that he sent for her, since when he had anything to say 
to her he strolled about the house until he found her. Peony 
knew, therefore, that he wished to speak privately to her, and 
she inclined her head when the servant came to call her and 
she put the flowers into the water and went at once, 

David stood in the middle of his sitting-room when she came 
in. In his hand was a large yellow envelope. When he saw 
Peony he held it out to her. ‘What is the meaning of this?’ 
he asked. 

She took the letter and read it. It was an offer from the 
Chief Steward to purchase her as a maid for one of the ladies 
of the court. Arrogantly phrased, it was all but a command. 
She folded the letter and thrust it into its envelope and looked 
speechlessly at David. Tears welled into her eyes again. 
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David sat down. ‘Sit down. Peony,’ he said. 

She sat down, bending her head and wiping her eyes with 
the edge of her sleeve. 

‘Do you know any reason for this?’ he asked kindly. 1 

To her dismay she saw that he imagined she knew that this 
offer was to be made. She shook her head and could not speak 
for weeping. 

‘Come, Peony,’ he said at last, growing angry with her. 
‘Have the courage to tell me if you want to leave my house! 1 

His anger dried her tears immediately. ‘Dare to say that 
I have no courage!’ she retorted. 

‘This is more like you,’ he said. ‘Now tell me everything.’ 

So Peony told him what had happened the day before, and 
the further David heard the more angry and dismayed he was. 

‘What a quandary!’ he exclaimed. ‘We cannot stay here 
any more, or the Chief Steward will make our life wretched 
for us, A word from him and the very merchants will fear to 
deal with us!’ 

‘It is all because of me,’ Peony said in much distress. ‘Let 
me go.’ 

‘Sell you?’ David exclaimed. His voice was so hot that 
Peony took heart. 

‘I could run away,’ she said. 

‘You could run away!’ he repeated. ‘And what would 
become of me, Peony? Could I forgive myself?’ 

‘If I ran away I might be able to find my way to you again,’ 
Peony faltered. 

They looked at one another and it was a strange long look. 
Peony was humble and trembling and frightened and David 
was fearful not only at what he saw in her face but at what 
he now perceived in his own heart. Pie could not let her leave 
him. He was jealous that the Chief Steward had so much as 
seen her and he blamed himself. 

‘How dare I let you out of my gate?’ he muttered. 

Peony looked down and did not answer. He saw her long 
straight lashes lying upon her cheeks and he rose abruptly. 

‘Prepare everything,’ he commanded. ‘We leave for home 
to-night,’ 
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She rose slowly, and lifted her eyes to his face. 

‘David,' she whispered, and did not know she spoke his 
name. ‘Do not think of me!’ 

‘I do think of you,’ he said shortly. ‘Obey me, Peony! I 
give it as my command.’ 

‘I obey you, David.’ Her voice was as soft as her breath. 

That night soon after midnight David and his family left 
the city in hired mule carts. To his friend who was the head 
■of Kung Chen’s shops in the city he explained truthfully why 
lie must go. ‘The young woman has been like a sister to my 
wife rather than a bondmaid, and it cannot be allowed,’ he 
said. 

‘That Chief Steward is a very devil,’ the merchant agreed. 
‘How many families in this city have suffered the loss of then- 
daughters through him! You do well to escape.’ 

To his wife David also told the truth in a few simple words, 
and Kueilan was half frightened and yet unwilling to yield 
to fear. ‘It might be very well for Peony to be in the palace,’ 
she reasoned. ‘We would have a friend there and she is so 
clever—who knows, she might even be a serving-woman to 
the Empress!’ 

To this David would not listen. ‘Peony has been in our 
house always, and it does not become me to sell her like a 
slave.’ If Kueilan looked at him with suspicion he refused to 
see it. ‘Come,’ he said. ‘Hasten yourself, Little Thing! We 
go to-night whether you are ready or not.’ 

It. was a silent going. The city gate was closed and David 
had to bribe the gatemen well before they would open the 
great locks. But once they were open the carts passed through 
swiftly, and by morning they were well on their way to the 
canal. 



XII 


U PON that homeward journey David said little indeed 
to anyone. The pleasure he had taken in the new 
countryside when they were going northward he 
scarcely felt now. The country was as beautiful as ever, and 
perhaps more beautiful, for every tree and field was at its 
ripest growth. Wheat had been harvested, and, in the north, 
sorghum corn stood high. This was the season for banditry, 
for the corn was so tall that robbers easily hid in it, and he 
was uneasy until they reached the canal. But good fortune 
was with them, for though they heard of highwaymen before 
them, none came near on the days when they passed. 

The reason for this was that through some stupidity the 
robbers had not known that the governor of the province was 
travelling to the capital and they had taken him to be a 
common rich man. When his soldiers sprang at them they 
were so confounded that after a short battle they withdrew in 
dismay and hid in their caves and hills for a few day's. It was 
held a crime to attack a governor or some high official, and 
the king of the bandits sent tribute quickly to the governor and 
cursed himself heartily for molesting so august a personage, 
and he promised that he would cut off the heads of those who 
had led the attack, and deliver them to the governor on any 
day he was ready to receive them. To this the governor replied 
that the men were to be spared. He set a punishment, never¬ 
theless, that for a month there was to be no robbery whatever 
along the roads from the capital to the river. Within this 
month by luck David and his family went southward to the 
river and took a junk homeward. River pirates there were, 
but David bade the boatmen use the same flags that he had 
used before, which had on them the name of the Imperial 
Court, and under these they were safe. 

The journey was slow, for in midsummer the winds are soft 
and mild, and as they went westward the current of the river 
was against the travellers. There was time for David to be 
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alone with his thoughts, and he was much alone on the decks, 
gazing at the slowly moving countryside on either side of the 
junk. The sun was hot and the boatmen put up a wide awning 
to shade him from the sun, and beneath it he sat on cushions, 
in comfort as to body, but much disturbed in his mind. This 
disturbance made him very gentle towards his children and 
his wife, and to them he gave more heed than usual, listening 
to their chatter, and courteous to any whim that Kueilan made 
known. He had through the years allowed the habit of ini' 
patience with her to grow upon him somewhat, but now he 
curbed it, and he answered her gently, even when what she 
said was foolish. To his sons he made endless explanations in 
answer to their many questions, and sometimes he even held 
the end of the sash around his youngest son’s waist, so that the 
child would not fall into the water. Altogether David was 
unlike his usual self. 

Peony perceived all this, and then with pain she discovered 
that this new kindness was not given to her. David avoided 
her, and this she saw plainly as the days went by in the 
enforced closeness of the junk. He took care not to be alone 
with her, and if she came out on the deck in the evening, after 
her charges were ready for the night, David was never there, 
although the moonlight was splendid upon the river. Day after 
day went by, but David never spoke to her alone, and seldom 
spoke to her at all except to give her a command concerning 
his sons or their mother. Peony was wounded to the heart at 
first, and she thought this change in him must be because it 
was for her sake he had left the capital when he would have 
liked to stay longer. She sighed to believe that he was like 
other men in this, that he loved least that one for whom he 
must sacrifice. She began to blame herself that she had allowed 
him to give up anything for her and pride crept into her with 
despair, and she planned that if this change stayed in him, she 
would keep to herself, and even perhaps leave his house. But 
where would she go? She had no answer to this question. 
I must still stay hidden in his house like the mice and the 
crickets, she told herself. 

If David noticed her silence and her pride, he made no sign. 
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The days went one after the other through the midsummer 
and they drew near to their home. He sent runners ahead to 
tell his father that if there were winds they would reach home 
within seven days, and if winds delayed or if a summer storm 
fell, it would be at most as many as seven days longer. He was 
anxious to get home before the late summer season of storms, 
when all river craft must be ready to seek harbour. 

The winds were with them for a few days and they were 
towed the rest of the journey, and at the end of the tenth day 
they saw the city walls upon the plains. All were glad to see 
the shores they knew so well, and Ezra was at the river-bank 
to meet them, and so were Kung Chen and his sons, and there 
were mule carts and sedans and carriers. 

‘Well, my son!’ Ezra cried with gladness. He took David 
into his arms and pressed his cheek against his tall son’s 
shoulder. ‘I did not expect you for another half-year, but how 
heartily I welcome you!’ 

Kung Chen shook his hands clasped together and nodded 
his head and greeted his daughter and her children and 
acknowledged Peony, and so they got into carts and chairs and 
went homeward. The city officials had ordered firecrackers 
to be lighted at the city gate and at the gate of Ezra’s house. 
Old Wang and Wang Ma stood holding many feet of fire¬ 
crackers in strings and they lit them, and thus in the midst 
of din and rejoicing the family was reunited. 

How glad was Peony to be safe inside these gates again! 
‘Everything is the same,’ she murmured to Wang Ma when 
she had stepped into the courtyard. 

‘There has been one small death,’ Wang Ma said. ‘Other¬ 
wise all is well.’ 

Now Peony had already missed the voice of Small Dog, but 
she had taken it that the little beast was sleeping somewhere, 
for she was old and lazy. 

‘Not Small Dog!’ she exclaimed. 

Wang Ma nodded. ‘The creature pined when you went 
away and would not eat. I tempted her with meat scraped 
fine to spare her teeth and I bought fresh pig’s liver for her, 
but she could eat nothing.’ 
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‘I wish I had taken her with me,’ Peony cried in sorrow, 

‘She would have longed for home,’ Wang Ma replied. 
‘Either way she was doomed to die.’ 

Peony said no more, but she missed Small Dog exceedingly. 
When she had settled her mistress and the children in their 
rooms she went to her own small court and the quiet was too 
heavy for her to bear. She felt cut off from every one, and she 
sat down and wept a while softly, sighing now and then. Small 
Dog’s cusliion was still under the table and she looked at it 
mournfully and asked herself if she should get another small 
•dog. Dogs were many and could be replaced easily and no 
one cared whether they lived or died. Yet somehow she did 
not want any dog except the one she knew and had lost, and 
she cursed herself that she was so single-hearted. 

‘I am a fool,’ she murmured aloud. ‘I love too narrowly.’ 
She thought of Small Dog, but now her mind went on and she 
cursed herself that this same narrowness of heart made her 
cling to David when another woman would have given him up 
and chosen a good husband for herself and welcomed her chil¬ 
dren and been merry even though she could not have the man 
she loved. But all her cursing could not change her stubborn 
heart. I must put up with myself as I am, she thought mourn¬ 
fully, and when she had wept for a while she washed her face 
and brushed her hair and changed her garments and went out 
to do her duty to her mistress and the children. 

David sat late that night with his father. They had dined 
alone together this first night and had promised to dine 
to-morrow with Kung Chen. Each had news to give the other. 
Ezra said he was well, but he looked thin, and David, seeing 
him freshly now, perceived that his father was growing to be 
an old man. Ezra’s cheeks were lined under his beard and his 
left eyelid drooped somewhat. He complained of stiffness in 
his left side and that his left foot dragged when he walked. 
Yet his eyes were still bold and bright, and his voice was as 
loud as ever. 

‘Did the stiffness come slowly or quickly?’ David asked. 

‘I woke up so one morning two months ago,’ Ezra answered. 
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‘For a few days my longue was thick and I could not say my 
words clear. Wang Ma fetched the physician and he gave me 
an herb drink and I was better.’ 

‘Father, you must let me help you more,’ David said. 

To this Ezra replied, ‘I have already done so, my son. While 
you were away I made you the head of the business, and from 
now on you are the one to say yes and no and to plan every¬ 
thing. Kung Chen has done the same with his eldest son. You 
are the partners and we two old grandfathers will stay at home 
unless we please to give you advice.’ 

David was moved and proud, and yet a vague sorrow fell on 
him. This was the beginning of the end of his father’s life. As 
he himself came into his prime his father must decline. It was 
the inevitable march of the generations and none could stop 
its course, but he told himself that from now until the day his 
father died he would be always gentle to him and he would 
defer to his wish in everything. 

‘I miss your mother, my son,’ Ezra said suddenly. 

He looked at David and his eyes watered and he brushed his 
tears away with his fist. The hour was late, the house was still, 
and the great candles flickered in the summer wind blowing 
through doors open to the soft darkness in the court. 

‘We ail miss her,’ David said quietly. ‘The house has never 
been the same house since she went away—for any of us.’ 

Ezra seemed scarcely to hear him. He leaned back and his 
thick hands clutched the arms of his chair. ‘I think about our 
life together, hers and mine,’ he went on. ‘It was not an easy 
marriage, my son. She was unyielding—until I learned to 
know her. I could never deal with her twice the same way. 
She was a woman of many changes. Sometimes I met anger 
with anger, and sometimes I met anger with love and again 
with laughter—I had to choose my weapon. I had to be new 
to meet her newness. Yet underneath all her change there was 
a purity unexcelled. The heart of her was goodness. I could 
trust her. God she never betrayed, and me she could not 
betray. She was a true wife.’ 

David did not speak. To him his parents had been merely 
parents, but now dimly he began to see them as man and 
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woman. He was abashed to think of them thus, to contem¬ 
plate these two from whom he had sprung as separate from 
him and leading between them the vigorous and private life 
of a man and a woman. 

. ‘She was never stupid,’ Ezra began again. ‘Well, sometimes 
that was almost too much, for I saw in how many ways she 
was more clever than I! When I was young this roused my 
spleen sometimes, but as I grew older I saw how fortunate 1 
was. Look at Rung Chen! A lonely man, eh, my son? He 
never speaks to me of his children’s mother, but the few times 
I have seen her—a bit stupid, eh, David? And he is a fastidious 
man—he cannot go out and pluck wild flowers along the road. 
No more could I. When a man has known a woman like your 

mother—body and soul-’ Ezra broke off, sighed, and went 

on again. ‘While you were gone, my son, and when Kao Lien 
left me to go westward with the caravans, I had time to myself, 
and I remembered all my life with your mother. Much com¬ 
fort she took away with her when she left me, but here is 
something strange: I have never been devout, as you well 
know, David, but while she was in the house I felt all was well 
with my house before God. She was my conscience—which 
pricked me sometimes and against which I kicked, but which I 
valued. Now I feel lost. God is far from me—if there is a 
God?’ 

He put this as a question and David did not know how to 
answer it. He kept his silence. 

When he did not speak, Ezra began to speak again. ‘You 
and I cannot answer that question. By that much we are no 
longer Jews, my son. I made my choice, you made yours. 
Would I go back? Ah, but I am what I am, and did I go back 
I would make the same choice, and so would you.’ 

‘I am not so sure as you are/ David said now. ‘I could have 

been one man—or another. Had Leah lived-’ He 

broke off. 

‘Had Leah lived,’ Ezra repeated. He turned this over in his 
mind. Then he said, ‘Had Leah lived, perhaps your mother 
would be living too. Everything would have been different. 
But first we would have had to be different.’ 
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‘We would not have been here,’ David said. 

Ezra looked across the table at hirn surprised. ‘You; 
mean-’ 

‘We cannot live here among these people and remain 
separate, Father,’ David argued. ‘In the countries of Europe, 
yes, for there the peoples force us to be separate from them by 
persecution. We cling to our own people there because none 
other will accept us, and we are martyred and glorified by our 
martyrdom. We have no other country than sorrow. But here, 
where all are friends to us and receive us eagerly into their 
blood, what is the reward for remaining apart?’ 

‘Indeed'—indeed, it is so,’ Ezra said. ‘All that has happened 
to us is inevitable.’ 

‘Inevitable,’ David agreed. 

‘And your sons, my grandsons, will proceed still further 
into this mingling,’ Ezra went on. 

‘It will be so,’ David said. 

Ezra pondered. ‘Shall we then disappear?’ 

David did not reply. It was inevitable, as he himself had 
said, when people were kind and just to one another, that the 
walls between them fell and they became one humanity. Yet 
he could not contemplate the far future when his descendants 
knew him no more, when perhaps they would have forgotten 
the very name of Ezra, and when indeed they would be as lost 
as a handful of sand thrown into the desert or a cupful of water 
cast into the sea. He gazed down the long line of those who 
would come from his loins and the loins of his sons and his 
sons’ sons. He saw the faces turning towards him, and they 
were the faces of Chinese. 

‘We grow too mournful,’ Ezra said suddenly. ‘What has 
been has been, and cannot be avoided. Tell me about your 
journey, my son.’ 

So David roused himself and he told his father everything, 
the beauty of the great northern capital, and how the people 
looked and how noble their nature was, and what he had eaten 
and drunk and what all the gaieties were that he had enjoyed 
and how he had been given an audience before the Western 
Empress, and he told of the rumours about her, and so telling 
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all he came at last to the reason why they had left the city so 
suddenly by night, for Peony’s sake. 

Ezra listened closely, laughing sometimes and his eyes 
shining sometimes, and shrewd and careful when David spoke 
of business. When he heard of Peony, he grew very grave 
indeed. 'What misfortune!’ he exclaimed. ‘The long arm of 
the Chief Steward can reach anywhere, and we must tell Kung 
Chen this to-morrow.’ 

‘I could not have done otherwise. Father,’ David said. 

‘No—no.’ Ezra hesitated, then he said firmly, ‘No, my son, 
no! To be sure, had she been like other women and had she 
welcomed the chance to go into the palace—well—hm—then, 
ah, it would have been fortunate for our house. We would 
have had a friend in the highest quarters. But being what she 
is—no, certainly not. Yet we must take every opportunity to 
ward off evil results. It would be a great sacrifice to make only 
for a woman, if our business were spoiled because of spite at the 
court. Your mother always said we made too much of 
Peony.’ 

At this David felt some sort of heat rise in him, mingled with 
anger, and to defend himself he spoke coolly, ‘Well, my father, 
if I have done unwisely, I must make amends in some other 
way, for Peony has been like my sister, and I could not put her 
into that evil steward’s palm at any price. That much I know.’ 

‘As long as she is no more to you than a sister I will not 
complain,’ Ezra said. 

This speech was so plain that David was confounded by it. 
It probed him too deeply, beyond what he himself was willing 
to know, and he did not answer it. He looked at the candles 
and saw them guttering and he made excuse to rise and use 
the snuffers on them. 

‘It is late!’ he exclaimed. ‘To-morrow I must be early at 
the shops, Father, and so I will say good night,’ 

Wang Ma had been waiting outside the door, and when she 
heard this she came in with the fresh tea and the rice gruel 
that Ezra drank before he slept, and so the day was over. 

But for David there was no sleep. He did not go to his wife. 
Instead he stayed in his room, finding there every sign of 
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Peony’s thought for him, the bed quilt folded, the curtains 
drawn, the teapot hot, his pipe prepared, the candles trimmed. 
But she herself had gone. 

He made himself ready for bed and he put out the candles 
and parted the curtains and laid himself down. Still he could 
not sleep. His father’s talk had stirred afresh all that had been 
in his mind these many weeks on the journey. His mother, 
Leah, Peony, Kueilan, these four women who had somehow 
between them shaped his life were shaping him still. He 
longed to be free of them all, and yet he knew that no man 
is ever free of the women who have made him what he is. He 
sighed and tossed and wished for the day when he could return 
to the shops and the men there who had nothing to do with 
his heart and his soul. 

Peony, too, was restless that night. David had been long 
with his father, she knew, for Wang Ma told her that the two 
were talking gravely hour after hour and she dared not go in, 
even though it was long past midnight. She had waited with 
Wang Ma, outwardly to keep her company but secretly 
because she hoped to see David’s face at least as he passed. 
Yet he had not seen her, and she had not dared to call him. 
She sat in the dark court outside the range of the mild candle¬ 
light flowing through the open door and beyond, hearing their 
voices, and he passed her so closely that she could have touched 
him, but she did not put out her hand. Doubtless he had told 
his father why they had left Peking, and perhaps Ezra had 
reproached him. Well she knew that danger of trouble from 
the Chief Steward was not past, even here, and she shrank 
from being the cause of it. 

When David had gone she went to bed herself, and lying 
alone in the moonless summer night, she considered her plight. 
Rich folk could be kind, as the Ezra family had always been 
kind to her, but if one of the lesser ones to whom they were 
kind should also become a trouble, their hearts could cool 
quickly. She remembered how she had thought that David 
loved her, perhaps, and she thought of the look in his eyes 
sometimes. Then she remembered how cold he had been all 
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these weeks. Doubtless he regrets already what I have 
compelled him to do, she told herself. 

Pride came to her help again, and she decided that at the 
very first moment he allowed her, she would go to David and 
tell him that she wished to enter the Buddhist nunnery that 
stood inside the city gate. There she would be safe from any 
man, and he could send word somehow to the Chief Steward 
that she had long been dedicated and only waiting for the 
journey north to be finished before she became a nun. Inside 
that quiet haven, where only women lived, she would be safe, 
and it seemed sweet to her. 

The more she thought of this plan, the better she considered 
it to be, and she held it in her mind for a few days until the 
first rush of David’s business was over. Yet she dared not be 
silent long, lest that strong soft hand from the Imperial Palace 
should bring trouble in its grasp. 

On the fifth day she saw David linger after his noon meal as 
though he were not in haste to return to the shops. Ezra went 
to sleep on the long couch that in this summer weather was set 
under the bamboos, and Wang Ma sat by him to keep the flies 
away. The children slept, the servants slept, and her mistress 
too was sleeping. Peony had made it her business to-day to 
superintend the noon meal, and while the under-servants took 
the dishes away, she handed the bamboo toothpicks to David 
and she said, ‘Will you not sleep a while, too? The air is heavy 
and there are thunderclouds in the south.’ 

‘I will sleep an hour in my own court,’ he replied. 

Thither she went to set a bamboo couch under an old pine- 
tree there, and while she was spreading a soft mat over it, 
David came in. He had taken off his robes when he came in 
and he wore his inner garments of pale green silk. 

‘All is ready,’ Peony said, and she prepared to leave him. 
The day was so hot that clear little rills of sweat ran down her 
cheeks and she wiped them away and laughed. ‘I am melting! ’ 
she exclaimed. 

Her eyes met David’s unconsciously, and instantly her 
laughter died. She had never seen him look at her thus. His 
eyes were on her passionately, grave and warm. The red flew 
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into her cheeks and her knees trembled. Her tongue began to 
speak at random, without her mind, and yet repeating what 
her mind had been thinking. 

‘I have—have been—looking for the moment—to—to say 
something.’ So she began. 

‘This moment,’ David said. 

She clasped her hands in front of her. ‘I—I have wept so 
much-’ 

‘Why?’ he asked. 

‘Because of what happened in the capital.’ Her words 
rushed out now, hurrying to be said. ‘I want to ask you—I 
beg you—I would die if I had brought harm to you, or even 
a little trouble. I can—I will—go into the Buddhist nunnery. 
It is safe there, and you could tell the—the Chief Steward—I 
am to be a nun.’ 

‘You a nun!’ David cried in a low voice. He laughed 
silently, as though he wanted no one to hear him. 

Yet who was there to hear? The house was sleeping and 
around them the hot afternoon sun shone down. There was 
not a sound even from outside the walls. The city slept and the 
very cicadas were still. And Peony stood before David as 
though she were caught fast in a web. She did not try to speak 
again. She could not, indeed. 

What had brought him to this moment she could not 
imagine. She was amazed and fearful and love heated her 
veins and throbbed in her heart. He whom she had thought 
so cold all these weeks was suddenly all molten fire. 

‘Peony, follow me,’ he commanded her. 

He turned and she followed him into his sitting-room. He 
leaned against the table and faced her. ‘I tell you this now 
and it must last our lives through. If I tell you, will you 
remember?’ 

‘Yes,’ she whispered, and her eyes did not waver from his. 

‘I have cheated myself all these years by saying you were 
like my sister,’ he said. ‘I have been a fool. You have never 
been like my sister. Never could I have loved a sister as I 
loved you when we were children—and as I love you now.’ 

He looked at her steadily and she returned his look. This 
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was the gift life gave her, this moment when he spoke these 
words. It would have been easy to put out both hands and 
take the gift, forgetting all else. But this was not possible for 
Peony. Too many years had she taken care of him and shielded 
him and strengthened him, planned for him and loved him. 
She could not think of herself now. 

She tried to laugh. ‘All the more reason for me to be a nun, 
I think!’ 

He put aside her pretence at mirth. ‘Do not escape me by 
laughter, 5 he said sternly. ‘I know as well as you do what it 
means for me to—to say what I have said. Yet I had to say iL 
so that you know now why I could not leave you in the palace. 
As long as I live you must stay in my house. Peony, for I 
cannot live without you. I know it at last. 5 

‘Is this why you have been so cold to me all these weeks 
on the journey?’ she asked. 

‘I was not cold to you. I was thinking of you, by day and 
by night,’ he replied. 

She could not pretend to laugh now. He was sorrowful and 
resolute and she could not bear to know that his love for her 
should bring with it trouble to him. ‘I thank you for telling 
me what you have in your heart.’ Her voice was clear and 
grave. ‘I will keep your words in my heart for ever. They are 
my comfort and they make my home/ 

She clasped her hands together and she bowed and turned 
away to leave him. 

At the door his voice held her again. ‘Further than this 
I have not thought. Yet what is to become of us?’ 

She paused, one foot on the threshold, her hand on the lintel 
of the door. ‘Time will show us,’ she said gently, and then 
fearing lest he step forward to catch her hand or touch her 
shoulder, and dreading the weakness of love in her heart, she 
went quickly away. 

That night it was impossible to sleep. She was glad that the 
bright moon that had attended them on their journey was 
gone. She crept through the darkness into the peach garden, 
and sat there alone under the trees. The stars were hidden by 
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clouds, and the air was damp with coming rain. Yet she could 
not sit too long, for soon the mosquitoes began to whine about 
her. She lifted her wide sleeves and waved them like wings 
about her, and then she rose and walked to and fro. This 
walking—it was what Leah used to do, hour after hour, and 
when she thought of this suddenly Leah was here again and 
she could not shake off the sense of her presence. Yet why 
should she be afraid of Leah any more? She had the weapon 
now to still that ghost for ever. If she would, she could go to 
David at this very hour and seal her love with her body, and 
what could Leah do to her—Leah, whose flesh was dust? She 
lifted her face to the dark sky, and ecstasy brimmed her heart. 
What if she went on silent feet while the house slept and took 
her advantage of David’s love? The victory would be hers. 

She stopped alone in the darkness, her finger to her lip, 
smiling to herself. Into her secret life in this house he would 
come, and she would be alone no more. She shook her head 
and her hand fell and her smile was gone. Her heart beat 
hard. Why should it be secret? There was no law against a 
man taking to himself the woman he loved. All through the 
city men did' so, even as Kung Chen had taken his pretty 
singing girl, who afterwards betrayed him. None would raise a 
cry against David. Indeed, it would be the better for him, for 
it would bring him closer to his friends. There need be no 
ceremony. She would yield to her heart and go to him now, 
and in the morning she would tell Wang Ma and soon all 
would know, and her mistress could accept it and allow her 
the second place, or she could refuse to know and all would 
go on as before. 

Thus Peony’s soft heart reasoned. Then her mind, solitary 
so long, grew hard and clear. Is David like other men? So 
mind inquired of heart. 

At this moment, before she answered, she was suddenly 
startled by a strange thick cry. She lifted her head to listen, 
and her thoughts paused. There was no second sound, but 
feeling herself always responsible for this family, she went at 
once through the dark garden into the dimly lit great hall, and 
listened. Ezra’s rooms opened eastward from the hall and his 
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windows into the garden, and she pressed her ear against his 
closed door. She heard his breathing coming from him in 
groans, very heavy and slow, and she opened the door softly, 

‘It is I, Peony!’ she called softly. ‘Are you ill, Old Master?’ 

He did not answer, but his loud breaths came and went as 
though he dragged them out of his bosom. She ran in then to 
his bedroom and blew alive the brown-paper spill always 
smouldering in its um of ashes, and she lit the oil lamp and 
held it high in her right hand while with the other she pulled 
aside the curtains. Ezra lay there, his pillow pushed aside, his 
head thrown back, until his beard stood upright into the air. 
His eyes were open and glazed and his whole face was purple 
and his back arched and stiff. He did not see or hear her, for 
his whole attention was fixed upon drawing his breath in and 
pushing it out again. 

‘Oh, Heaven!’ Peony cried. She dropped the curtain and 
ran to David’s room and beat upon his door. Then she tried to 
open it. It was locked! Even, in the midst of her terror she 
paused. Why had he locked the door—except against her? 
Or perhaps against himself! He heard her now and he 
answered, ‘What is it?’ 

‘It is I, Peony!’ she cried. ‘Your father has been smitten 
down!’ 

He came out almost at once, tall in his pale night garments, 
and fastening his silk girdle as he came out he passed her. 

‘I heard your father cry out—and I went in—being in the 

peach garden-’ She stammered this as she followed him, 

and they entered Ezra’s room. 

There was no sound of breathing now. When David parted 
the curtains and Peony looked in by his shoulder, she saw the 
old man lying with his arms and legs flung wide, as though 
embattled against death. But he had lost. He was dead. His 
beard lay on his bosom, and his eyes stared up severe and cold. 
She pushed David aside when she saw those eyes, and with 
her fingers she drew down the lids, lest they stiffen in that 
stare until they fell into decay, and she drew his arms to his 
sides and laid one foot beside the other and covered him. ‘So 
that he looks only asleep,’ she murmured. 
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All this time David had stood there. Now he fell upon his 
knees, and he took one of Ezra’s hands and held it. There was 
no doubt of death. He knew the moment that he saw his father 
that there could be no use in doubt. He must rouse the house¬ 
hold, call Kung Chen, make the death known through the 
city. Everything had to be done, but he delayed in disbelief. 

‘We were talking only a few hours ago,’ he muttered. 

Tt is a good way to die,’ Peony said gently. But suddenly 
she was frightened. Without Ezra in this house, would the 
heart of kindness be gone from it? Why—why had David 
locked his door against her? She knelt and put her head down 
upon the bed and began to weep. ‘He was so good!’ she 
sobbed. ‘He was so good—to me!’ 

She waited, wondering, half heartbroken, if David would 
put his arm about her shoulder to comfort her. But he did 
not. Instead he began to stroke his father’s hand gently, as 
though Ezra still lived. 



XIII 


S O Ezra ben Israel died, and he was buried next to his 
father, and a little above the place where Madame Ezra’s 
dust mingled with the Chinese earth. 

This was the thought that struck itself into David’s mind as 
he stood beside his father’s open grave. ITe thought of his 
mother, and of how strong she had been, and still was, in his 
being. The struggle that she had maintained all her life to 
keep herself and her family separate was over now- Death 
had vanquished her. The early evening air was sweet 
upon the hillside, and David was not unmindful of the great 
crowd that stood here with him to see his father buried. 
He was almost glad that his mother was not living 
to see how the kindness of Ezra’s many friends had made 
the funeral so nearly like that of a Chinese official that it 
would have been hard indeed to discover in it anything of 
his people. Only in David’s heart was there the knowledge 
of his own origin. He understood now, for the first time 
in his life, why his mother had longed so deeply to return 
to her own land and there be buried. She knew, doubt¬ 
less, as she knew much beyond what she ever told, that if 
she died here, her very dust would be lost in the dust of the 
alien earth. Five layers deep did the cities lie dead under 
the ground upon which he stood, and generation had built 
upon generation in this old countryside and no grave could 
be dug deep enough to escape the ancient dead. His father 
and his mother were inexorably committed to the common 
human soil, and nevermore could they belong to a separate 
people. 

The chant of Buddhist priests startled him for a moment. 
David had earnestly wished to refuse when the abbot of The 
Temple of the Golden Buddha came to pay his respects to the 
dead, and he tried to find the courage to say that Buddhism 
was not the religion of his father. With what courtesy he could 
muster he had tried to tell the old priest that it would not be 
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fitting to allow Buddhist music at the grave. The abbot had 
replied with great dignity: 

‘Your father, although a foreigner, had a large heart, and he 
never separated himself from any man. We wish to honour 
him with what we have, and we have nothing except our 
religion.’ 

The low soft wailing of the chants rolled over the hillside 
and rose towards the sky, and David pondered while he lis¬ 
tened, his head bowed and his hands clasped before him. On 
either side of him stood his sons, dressed as he was in coarse 
white sackcloth. Even the youngest child was so dressed. 
Behind him his wife wept dutifully aloud and he knew she 
leaned on Peony, 

Peony! Of all that was dear in his childhood, only she 
remained. Pie thought of the hour, three days ago, when he 
had told her that he loved her. What he had not dared to 
tell her was how he longed to possess her wholly. He was 
uncomfortable even now when he remembered his longing, 
remembering his mother’s wrath whenever his father had 
reminded her that his own mother had been a concubine. 
Yet here, among his friends, these people who supported him 
so warmly to-day, not a voice would be raised against him 
were he to make Peony his concubine. They would congratu¬ 
late him on her beauty and welcome him as one of themselves. 
Even his wife might not complain—would not, indeed, for 
Peony was too delicate and courteous to wound her, and her 
manner would never change to her mistress. 

Yet, that night, when all his heart and flesh longed to call 
Peony to him, he had suddenly locked the door of his bedroom. 
He had forced himself to take up a book—what chance had 
made his hand fall upon the Torah itself? He had been awe¬ 
struck at such coincidence, and he had sat hour after hour 
reading, until Peony’s cry had startled him. 

His mind flew back to the days when Leah was alive, and 
his heart had trembled between love and fear. Had he and 
Leah met later in his life, after the youthful tide of rebellion 
against his mother had passed, perhaps he might have loved 
Leah. He thought of her even now with a strange regret, 
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remembering her beauty, her simplicity, her high proud spirit. 
Her desperate death, for his sake, had given her a power over 
his memory that he did not deny. Something of Leah lived 
in him still, though no more than a dream of what had 
never been. 

Yet it was hard to imagine his life without Kueilan, and 
only with Leah—and Peony. Ah, but Leah would never have 
allowed him Peony! Kueilan had been more generous, and 
he liked this generosity. He knew that had his mother been 
living at this moment, he would not have acknowledged to 
her his disappointment in his wife. He had married Kueilan 
for her pretty face and her rounded creamy flesh, for her dark 
eyes and her little hands, for her heart as free as a child’s from 

fear of God. If she had been lacking in other ways- tie 

lifted his head suddenly and straightened his shoulders. Let 
him acknowledge the truth! With Peony always in his house, 
he had known no lack. She met his mind fully. With her he 
discussed his sons and his business and all his problems, and she 
had arranged his pleasures and his household affairs, and she 
had shielded him from petty cares. His life had been good. 

The chanting ended, and he heard the first clods fall upon 
his father’s coffin. The magistrate had presented that coffin, 
and it was made from a huge log of cypress wood, carved and 
gilded. Kung Chen, standing across the grave in sombre 
purple robes of secondary mourning, wiped his eyes. He had 
not wept aloud as the lesser mourners had done, and even 
now he was silent while the tears kept running down his 
cheeks. He had loved Ezra well, and that he had never trusted 
him wholly did not make his love less. No man was perfect, and 
he had been amused to discover that not even the union between 
their families could ensure him against Ezra’s love of money. 
Yet in other ways Ezra had been warm-hearted. He could be 
tempted to cheat me himself, but at least he would never allow 
another to cheat me, Kung Chen thought sorrowfully, and he 
grieved sincerely that he would see no more the ruddy bearded 
face of his friend. He felt eyes upon him and he looked up and 
found David’s gaze fastened upon him across the grave. 

David looked down again, and he thought, Kung Chen is 
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nearest now to me as a father. He loved the good Chinese 
merchant, and yet the knowledge of his new nearness startled 
him. The last root was cut with his mother’s people. Here he 
was now, for ever, irrevocably. The memory of old conscience 
stirred in him unhappily. 

When at last the long funeral was over, David went home 
again, bearing this prick of conscience in him. It remained 
upon him alone to keep alive the vestiges of old faith—or let 
them die. 

Peony had managed to reach home early, and it was her 
face that David first saw when he entered the gate. She 
perceived his relief. 

‘Ah, Peony, see to the household,’ he murmured. ‘I must 
be alone for a while.’ 

‘Leave all to me,’ she replied steadily. 

He thanked her, with a smile warm in his eyes and touching 
his lips, and passed her and went to his own rooms. There 
was enough for Peony to do with the children, and the youngest 
was crying loudly now for comfort. She took the child from 
the weary nurse and hushed him in her arms. 

‘Go and change your garments,’ she bade the woman. 
‘When you are in your usual ones he will not be so frightened.’ 

She held and coaxed him with soft words. So had she held 
and comforted all of David’s sons, for they were the only 
children she had. Each one of them recognized her for some 
one not quite his mother, and yet somehow stronger than his 
mother, a decisive voice in his life and a comfort when his 
mother was cross or sleeping. Peony never changed. Kueilan 
could love her children extravagantly and heap them with 
sweets and pattings and pressings of hands and smellings of 
their cheeks, but she could slap them, too, and scold them 
loudly. Peony was always gentle, never too warm and never 
cold. She was the rock in the foundation of their lives. The 
child stopped crying and she took off his outer garments and 
she made him dry and warm and fed him a little fresh tea 
from a bowl, and when the nurse returned her charge was 
cheerful again. 
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So Peony went from one to the other, and saw that each 
child was made happy by some small attention and at play. 
She kept a little store of hidden toys, trifles that she bought 
here and there, always new to the children, and she brought 
out something now for each child, to cast out the thought 
of death. 

‘Shall we never see Grandfather again?’ the eldest child 
asked. 

‘His spirit is always here,’ Peony replied. 

‘Can I see his spirit?’ the child asked again. 

‘Not with your eyes,’ Peony replied. ‘But in the night 
sometimes think of him and how he looks and then you will 
feel him with you. Now here is a little book I have kept for 
you—see if you can read it.’ 

Peony had been the tutor for the little boys. Now she sat 
down and the two eldest leaned their elbows on her knees and 
she opened the book and they tried to read. She took pride 
in their quickness and she praised them heartily and they 
forgot the sadness in the house. The book was one she had 
found on Madame Ezra’s own shelf. Long ago Peony had 
sorted these books and she had put some in the library and 
some in the box of Madame Ezra’s private possessions with 
the shawls and trinkets and sacred emblems that suited no one 
else now. But Peony had kept for herself a little book written 
in simple Chinese words that told the story of Madame Ezra’s 
people, how they had once been held slaves in Egypt, and 
had been set free by a favourite of the queen, who had in his 
veins some of the strange blood. This story David’s sons now 
read with wonder. 

‘Where is this Egypt?’ one son asked. 

‘Why were those people slaves?’ the eldest asked, and again 
he asked, ‘Who was the Moses who set them free?’ 

He looked very solemn when the story was finished. ‘But 
it was not kind of their god to kill all the eldest born, like me. 
I am glad that god is not here.’ 

None of the questions could Peony answer, and so she said, 
‘It is all only a story, long ago finished.’ 

After she had put the book away and had seen to it that 
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the children had their supper and were playing, she pondered 
these questions in her heart. Surely some one in the house 
should answer them, lest later, when the children were grown, 
they would know nothing of their ancestors, and this would 
be an evil. Ancestors are the roots in any house, and children 
are the flowers, and the two must not be cut asunder. She 
made up her mind that when she had time she would delve 
into Madame Ezra’s old books and discover for herself enough 
to answer the children’s questions. 

Now she must go to her mistress and see that she was 
comfortable and in fair spirits. The twilight was falling and 
the air was still and mild as she crossed the courts. The house 
was very quiet, and she missed with some sort of heartache 
the two who were gone. Yet the generations passed, and now 
David was the head and the oldest living generation. She 
thought suddenly of the locked door. Indeed, she had not for 
one moment forgotten it. He had locked his own door against 
her, for the first time in their lives. What if it had been against 
himself? Still, it was against her. She would never go to 
him now. The door was locked for ever—unless he himself 
unlocked it. 

Yet she was unchanged. She must do much for him, more 
than ever before. Comfort and amusement were no longer 
enough. She must study what would add to his dignity and 
his growth. His life must be of fullest worth, so that he could 
find strength and peace in himself. She lifted her face to the 
sky for a moment. She had never made a prayer in her life, 
and she knew no god, but her heart searched Heaven and 
fastened upon the god of his people, whose name, she remem¬ 
bered, was Jehovah. 

Deign to hear the voice of one unknown to You, she prayed 
within herself. Inform my spirit so that I may serve with 
wisdom the man whom I love. 

She stood a moment, waiting, but no sign came. The 
bamboos rustled slightly in the almost silent air, and some¬ 
where in the city a woman’s sorrowful voice called in the 
distance to summon home again the wandering spirit of her 
dying child. 
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Inside the house Kueilan sat in state. She was now the 
mistress, the eldest lady of the ruling generation. She had 
recovered from the discomfort of the journey to the grave on 
the hillside, and she was eating sweetmeats and drinking hot 
tea with relish. Even her eyes were no longer red from 
weeping. 

When she saw Peony come in she made a plaintive mouth, 
nevertheless, and put down the cake she was about to eat. 
‘I shall miss our dear old lord,’ she said. 

‘So shall we all, Lady,’ Peony replied quietly. She saw that 
her mistress was ready to talk, and she sat down on a side seat 
and folded her hands. 

‘He was so kind to me,’ Kueilan mourned, ‘I never felt in 
him anything hard or cross.’ 

‘There was nothing,’ Peony agreed. 

Tears came to Kueilan’s eyes. ‘He was kinder than my 
own lord,’ she declared. 

‘Your lord is very kind, Lady,’ Peony said gently. 

Kueilan’s tears dried suddenly. ‘There is something hard 
in the bottom of his heart,’ she replied with energy. ‘I feel it 
there, and so would you. Peony, if you did not think him so 
perfect. But you are not married to him, and I am. I tell 
you there is something very hard in his heart—I can see it in 
his eyes sometimes when he looks at me.’ 

Peony sighed. ‘I have told you, Lady, that he likes to see 
you always fresh and pretty, and sometimes you will not let 
me dress you for his coming or even brush your hair. And 
there are nights when you are weary and will not let me bathe 
you before you go to sleep. Those sweetmeats, Lady—you 
know he has never liked the smell of pig’s fat, and these are 
larded. Why do you eat them?’ 

Through the years Peony had learned to speak very honestly 
to the beautiful little creature who now sat frowning at her. 
Yes, Kueilan was still beautiful, although it was true that a 
layer of soft fat was creeping over her dainty skeleton, and she 
complained that her feet had hurt her ever since Peony took 
away the bandages. She seldom moved unless it was necessary, 
and she loved sweets and delicate foods. Now Peony laughed 
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at her frown. ‘Do not hate me, Lady, for I love you too 
well.’ 

Kueilan clung to her scowl as long as she could until her 
own laughter compelled her to give it up. ‘You scold me too 
much,’ she declared. ‘I tell you, Peony, you must give it up. 
I am the elder lady now and you must obey me. It is not 
right any more for you to tell me what to do.’ 

This little creature drew herself up straight and looked at 
Peony with something more than laughter sparkling in her 
big black eyes. 

Peony saw this with astonishment and wonder. Wilful her 
mistress always was, but she could always be coaxed and 
teased and made to laugh. If now she grew proud and high, 
then indeed David might lose his patience with her. The bond 
between them was only of flesh, and it could be easily broken. 
David was not a man of lust. Passion he had, but it was 
entangled with spirit and mind, and he could not separate 
into parts that which was his whole being. So long as his wife 
was pretty and warm and sweet-tempered enough in his 
presence not to offend him, quiet enough not to rouse his 
contempt, she could hold him by the strands that touched his 
heart. But let her offend him somewhere, and her hold was 
too light to keep. She did not possess him. 

These things Peony knew. There was so much time in her 
life for musing, and since all her life was in this house, she 
had mused about each soul under its roof, and most of all she 
had pondered upon David. She told herself that now she had 
passed beyond jealousy or hope, and her concern was only 
that he might receive from each source all that was there for 
his happiness and health. 

She curbed her astonishment at the new pride she Found 
in her mistress. ‘You know very well that you do all for your 
lord’s sake and willingly, Lady,’ she said quietly. She moved 
into the bedroom then to see that it was prepared for the 
night. It was a lady’s room, made for her mistress, but she 
knew when David had come to it. There were always signs 
of his presence in the morning, his pipe, his slippers, his white 
silk handkerchief, a book he had chosen to bring with him 
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Such books she often examined. At first they had been books 
of poetry, but now they were always books of history or 
philosophy, abstruse pages that assuredly he could not read 
aloud to his wife. Since they had come home, the books had 
been from his mother’s library, which for the first time he was 
beginning to read; why, Peony did not know, and she pon¬ 
dered very much what change had come into David, that in 
the last few days he should recall his ancestors. 

When she had seen to the lamp, had dusted the table and 
folded the quilt ready, had loosened the heavy satin bed cur¬ 
tains from their silver hooks, had closed the latticed window 
against moths and mosquitoes, and had lit a stick of incense 
to pour fragrance into the air, she stepped softly from the 
room. Her mistress still sat idle by the table. 

‘Shall I help you to undress, Lady?’ Peony asked. 

Kueilan shook her head. ‘It is too early to sleep,’ she 
declared imperiously. ‘Leave me alone a while.’ 

Peony obeyed the command and went away. It would 
indeed be a different house if her mistress were to shape its 
daily life. She stopped in the third court and considered. 
Should she go to David? If she did not, he would think it 
strange. And might he not need her? She could not go. The 
memory of the locked door was there. Instead she went to a 
side court in search of Wang Ma, and found her sitting on 
her bed, and Old Wang near her on a bamboo stool. Both 
were weeping. 

She had forgotten them in all her duties, for as the years 
had passed it had come to be that more and more they had 
served Ezra while she had served the next generation. Now 
they were bereft. She did not presume to comfort them, but 
she took her sleeves and wiped her own eyes and waited until 
Wang Ma spoke. 

‘Sister, I ask you a favour,’ Wang Ma said sobbing. 

‘Ask it, Elder Sister,’ Peony replied. 

T have no heart to stay here in this house any more, I and 
my old man. We will go to the village and live with our eldest 
son and our own grandsons. Speak for us to the new master.’ 

They were so broken by sorrow that Peony had no courage 
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to say what she had been about to ask, that they go and serve 
David in her place. 

'I will speak to him as soon as he is able to forget his own 
sorrow for an hour,’ she promised, ‘and be comforted, the two 
of you, for he will refuse you nothing. Yet how shall I manage 
alone, Elder Sister? I have always leaned on you.’ 

‘I have no heart any more in this house,’ Wang Ma replied, 
and she began to weep again. 

So Peony left them sadly and found a manservant and bade 
him go and see if the master wished food or anything, and so 
she went alone to her own rooms. It was night and she felt 
weary indeed and the future was not plain before her eyes. 

Now Ezra had had no time to tell Kung Chen of the reason 
why David and his family had left the northern capital so 
suddenly, and David in his grief had forgotten it. As if the 
grief were not enough, the ships loaded with goods from India 
sent word that they had reached port, and that the goods was 
being brought overland by carriers. Yet since the wars were 
so recently over and the people everywhere were poor there 
were many robbers, and David must arrange for guards and 
soldiers in each province through which the loads would pass. 
He had no time for mourning even for his father. Immediately 
he must return to his business. In the midst of all this trouble, 
he still forgot to tell Kung Chen of what had happened in 
regard to Peony. He was troubled within and without, for in 
the house he soon saw that Peony had separated herself from 
him, and this fretted him, even though he knew it was her 
wisdom so to do. He told himself that when his troubles were 
settled and the goods safely in the shops and the continual pain 
of seeing his father no more were all over, then he would face 
his own heart again and know what he must do with Peony, 

He was in no wise prepared for Kung Chen, therefore, who 
came to him one morning with looks of consternation. David 
was in his own part of the shop, computing the quantity of 
the goods that were beginning to arrive each day, and 
appraising the quality of the fine cotton stuffs that had been 
woven in India. With him sat his partner, Kung Chen’s eldest 
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son, and the two were deep in their affairs. Both were surprised 
when Kung Chen came in. 

‘David, come aside with me for a moment, and you, too, 
my son,’ Kung Chen said gravely. 

Both men followed him into a small room, where Kung 
Chen shut the door. His full face was grey with alarm, and 
his lips were pale. 

‘A messenger has come to us from our shops in the northern 
capital,’ he said in a voice scarcely above a whisper. ‘He tells 
me that there is anger in the palace against us, David. The 
Chief Steward has sent out the rumour that one of your 
bondmaids was rude to the Western Empress. What is the 
meaning of this?’ 

David’s heart fell. All was clear to him in an instant, and 
with difficulty he told the story to the two, who listened in 
silence. 

‘The Chief Steward will certainly demand that Peony be 
sent for on the pretence of punishment,’ Kung Chen said when 
David had finished. ‘If we refuse to give her up, then we must 
never hope to do good business again. The arm of the imperial 
favourite is long.’ 

‘I will return to the capital alone,’ David said. ‘I will seek 
audience with the empresses and tell them the truth.’ 

Both Chinese cried out at this. ‘Folly—Tolly!’ Kung Chen 
declared. ‘Can you hope to prevail against the Chief Steward? 
He is in the imperial confidence and you would only be casting 
away your own life. No, there is no hope except to make 
her go . 5 

‘That I cannot do,’ David said. 

Both men looked at him strangely and he had much diffi¬ 
culty in not allowing his eyes to falter before theirs. Then 
father and son looked at one another. They remembered how 
beautiful Peony was. Indeed, Kung Chen had remarked once 
or twice to his son that it might be difficult for any man to 
remain unmoved by so beautiful a bondmaid, who was clever 
and learned besides. 

For David the moment was intolerable. ‘You wonder at 
me,’ he said stiffly, ‘but I assure you, what you think is not 
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possible. In my religion—the religion, that is, of my people 
—a man is allowed only one wife. I feel—gratitude to the 
bondmaid—who has been like a daughter in our house. I 
cannot deliver her to—to the eunuch.’ 

Kung Chen grasped at a hope. ‘If she is willing to go of 
her own will?’ 

David could not tell the truth, nor did he know why he 
could not. These men would not blame him did he say openly 
that he loved Peony and wanted her for himself. They would 
have laughed and pondered how to save her for him. He 
could not say it. He bowed his head. ‘If she wishes to go—for 
her own sake,’ he stammered, ‘let it be so.’ 

They went back to their business then, and David tried to 
apply himself. Yet how could he think of figures and goods 
or even of profits? Kung Chen would summon Peony and 
force her, he would press her to realize how great a damage 
she would do to David and to all their two houses, and in her 
soft unselfishness Peony might yield. His mind misted and he 
could not go on. 

‘I feel ill , 5 he told Kung the First. ‘I shall go home and 
sleep a while and come back to-morrow.’ 

His partner stared at him and said nothing, but David saw 
the shrewdness in his small kind eyes and he hurried away. 
He could not delay one instant. As soon as he reached home 
he sent for Peony and waited restlessly until she came running 
to his rooms, still wiping her hands dry. 

‘I was in the kitchens,’ she confessed. ‘They told me the jar 
of soy sauce was not thickening properly and I went to see.’ 

He paid no heed to this, but he saw her beautiful and strong, 
the pillar of his household. He could not live without her. 
‘Peony, sit down,’ he commanded abruptly. 

She sat down on the edge of her chair, alarmed at his looks 
and at the sound of his voice. ‘What has happened now?’ 
she asked. 

He told her roughly and quickly, eager to get the burden 
off his own heart and knowing her able to bear anything. 
But he was frightened when he saw the pink drain from her 
cheeks and the strength from her frame. ‘I told you I must 
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foe a nun,’ she whispered. ‘I shall not be able to save you 
otherwise.’ She rose and began to untie the blue apron she 
had forgotten. 

‘Wait , 1 he commanded her. ‘There is another way for you 
to stay with me.’ 

Peony knew well what he meant, but her heart had 
hardened at last and she would not spare him. 

‘What way?’ she demanded. 

‘You know,’ David said in a low voice, and he would not 
look at her. 

She was angry that he turned away, and she spoke for him 
firmly. ‘You mean—take me as your concubine?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, and still he did not look at her. 

She saw his face was fixed and strained. There was no joy 
in his eyes. The apron dropped from her hands. ‘You locked 
your door against me,’ she said. ‘Why?’ 

‘How do I know?’ he asked. 

‘You do know,’ she retorted. ‘You were afraid of the very 
thing that now you ask. You were afraid of yourself—of that 
which is in you still and will be in you so long as you livel’ 

‘I deny it!’ he said in a loud voice. 

‘It will not be denied,’ she said. ‘It is born in you.’ 

He bent his head on his hand and did not answer. As 
clearly as though she lived, he saw Leah and heard her voice, 
and her voice was the voice of his mother and the voice of 
all those men and women who had lived before him. It was 
the voice of Jehovah Himself. 

‘If I yielded to you,’ Peony said in her gentle swift way, 
‘your own conscience would grow more dear as you loved me 
less. No, David, I dare not. Let me go. Yes, I will go of my 
own free will—but not to the palace!’ 

She ran out of the room and David could not pursue her. •< 
What she had said was true. That which his mother had 
pressed into hh unwilling soul had taken root there. He had 
defied it and crucified it, but it was not dead. It lived in him 
still, the spirit of the faith of his own people. It had risen from 
the dead and claimed him. He could not free himself. He 
fell on his knees, his arms folded upon the table, and leaned 
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his head upon his arms. ‘O Jehovah, the One True God, hear 
me—and forgive me!’ 


Across the city Peony sped on foot, her head down, her 
hands empty. The gate of the nunnery was open and she 
entered it. The courts were still, but she cried out, ‘Oh, 
Mother Abbess, I am here!’ 

A gentle old woman dressed in grey robes came out and her 
hands were outspread to receive. ‘Come in, poor soul,’ she 
said. 

‘I am in danger,’ Peony gasped. 

‘Here the gods protect us from all men,’ the Mother Abbess 
replied i 

‘Ah, lock the gate ! 1 Peony begged. Now that she was here 
she was terrified at what she had done to herself. She seized 
the old woman’s hand. ‘If I ask to go out—do not allow me!’ 
she implored. 

‘I will not,’ the Mother Abbess promised, and she drew the 
iron bar across the gate. 

How could David believe that Peony would not come back 
to his house? He waited for several hours, his mind thick with 
confusion. Then, too restless for longer waiting, he sent for 
Wang Ma and bade her go to the nunnery and see if Peony 
were there. So dark was his look that Wang Ma did not dare 
ask a question, and she went off in silent consternation. 

In his secret heart David was afraid lest Peony had thrown 
herself into the river, and his spirits lifted when Wang Ma 
came back in an hour to say that Peony was indeed in the 
nunnery. He heard this news in silence, and then, knowing 
that it would soon spread in the house, he saw that he must 
tell Kueilan immediately what had happened. That is, he 
•' would tell her that Peony had feared lest the chief eunuch 
reach out his arm and seize her in spite of all that could be 
done. .He would not tell Kueilan of the confusion that had 
been in his own heart or of the strange stillness that he now 
felt when a gate had been locked between him and Peony. 
Yet had not She left him? He was somehow wounded that she 

T.B.-20 299 



could leave him, running out of his house like a beaten slave, 
although he had loved her from their childhood so well that 
he did not know when childish love had changed into some¬ 
thing more. He feared to face this love, whatever it had 
become, and fearing it now, he turned away from it, and 
reproached Peony in his heart. She had no right to leave me 
so suddenly, he told himself, and feeling ill used, he let himself 
be angry with her, and upon this anger he went to find his wife. 

As it chanced, Kueilan was this day in her sweetest mood. 
She enjoyed being the mistress of the house and knowing that 
her husband was master, and that there were no elders above 
them. All that was foreign here was now gone, and she smiled 
easily and was patient with servants and children. When 
David came to the moon gate of her court, he saw a picture 
that might content the heart of any man. This pretty woman 
who was his wife sat surrounded by her children playing about 
her. His sons had taken a holiday since Peony had not come 
to teach them, and the eldest was playing shuttlecock and the 
second was playing with a cricket on a string and Kueilan 
held the third in her lap. Chrysanthemums were blooming in 
the terraces against the walls and the afternoon sun shone 
down upon flowers and children. Now David saw again what 
sometimes he forgot—how g^eat was Kueilan’s beauty. Her 
creamy skin was as smooth in the clear light as the baby’s, 
her lips were red, her hair, under Peony’s long care, was 
shining black and oiled. This very morning Peony had put 
jade pins into the knot of rich hair to match jade ear-rings and 
a coat of apple green. 

Why should I not be happy? David inquired of his own 
heart. 

He paused at the gate and now they all saw him. Kueilan 
rose and the boys ran to their father. The maids were busy 
elsewhere and Kueilan followed him. The sun had been as 
kind to David as to her, and for the same moment he had 
seen again how beautiful she was, Kueilan had seen her hus¬ 
band as he stood at the gate, tall and at the best of his man¬ 
hood. He had never allowed his beard to grow too long, as 
some foreigners did, and his smooth face, large dark eyes, firm 
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lips, and above all his strong frame stirred her heart. She loved 
her husband, but in the round of days she had forgotten how 
well. She sat down near him, and their eyes kindled to each 
other. David took his youngest son from her arms. ‘Let me 
see how big he is,’ he said. 

Kueilan made haste to put under the child a padded cloth. 
‘Not so big, naughty fellow, that he cannot wet you!’ she 
exclaimed. 

David laughed, and the two elder boys, hearing this, came 
and leaned their elbows on his knees. Above the three fine 
children, the eyes of the parents met again and smiled. 

‘How is it you are home at this hour?’ Kueilan inquired. 

‘A very strange thing has happened,’ David said. ‘You 
remember the chief eunuch, who wanted Peony?’ How easily 
he said this to his wife! He was amazed at his own calm. 

‘Do not tell me he still wants her!’ Kueilan exclaimed with 
lively interest. 

David nodded. ‘Since Peony will not go, there is only one 
way to escape without bringing danger to our house.’ 

Kueilan was watching his face very closely. He felt—ah, 
but he knew—that he could never tell her the depths of his 
heart. Did he himself know those depths? What man knows 
what is dearest to him when all he has is weighed and measured, 
one love against another? 

‘She has gone to the nunnery,’ he said quietly. 

‘To stay?’ Kueilan asked, her eyes very wide. 

‘How else can she be safe?’ he replied. 

Now the children began to ask questions. ‘Will Peony never 
live here any more?’ the eldest asked. 

‘If she is a nun she must live in the temple,’ Kueilan said. 

The younger son began to cry. ‘I want to see Peony again,’ 
he sobbed. 

‘Be quiet!’ his mother said. ‘She can come to see us—as 
soon as she is a real nun.’ 

David sat silent, toying with his little son’s hand. Upon his 
open palm he spread the baby hand, and the child’s palm was 
warm upon his own. 

Kueilan was gathering her wits together. She, too, was 
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weighing and measuring good against evil. She would miss 
Peony sorely—but Peony could come here as often as she liked 
after her novidate was over. True, she must always return to 
the temple at night, but then it might be pleasant not to have 
Peony here always. She did not need her as she had before 
the old people died. It did not matter now whether everything 
was done according to the rules and traditions. Yes, perhaps 
it would be better not to have Peony here. Sometimes it was 
almost as if Peony had been the misti'ess. A secret jealousy 
that had slept in her because Peony was useful to her now 
sprang alive. Peony was much too beautiful. Peony could 
read books and David liked to talk with her. 

‘It is a good thing for Peony to be a nun,’ Kueilan suddenly 
declared. ‘She would not marry, and what can a woman do 
then except be a nun? Many times I told Peony that we 
should choose a husband for her, but no, she would not hear 
me. A woman gets no younger. She would have had to be a 
nun one of these days—that is, if she would not enter the 
Imperial Palace. If she had gone there, then of course--’ 

‘She could not,’ David said abruptly, not looking up. 

Kueilan felt her jealousy. ‘She could have gone if she had 
loved us as much as she always pretended,’ she cried. ‘What 
could have been better for the family than to have her in the 
Imperial Court? She might have spoken for you there, and 
when our sons grew older, she could have had them to visit, 
and I could have visited her, too, and all sorts of favours could 
have come from it,’ 

David did not reply. The baby’s fingers curled into his 
palm and he closed his hand over the little fist. Suddenly he 
stood up, and stooping he put the child into the mother’s lap. 
‘It will be strange here without Peony,’ he said quietly. ‘But 
she has decided wisely. I must go back to the shop for an 
hour,’ 

He touched his wife’s round cheek with his hand and went 
away. A stillness was in his heart. Some part of his life was 
ended. He had made a choice without declaring even to 
himself what that choice was, but he knew the struggle was 
over. He was master of his heart as well as of his house. 
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When Wang Ma had gone to find Peony, the nun at the 
gate had refused to let her come in until she asked permission 
of the Mother Abbess. The cloisters were whispering with the 
excitement of the nuns and novices over the coming of the 
beautiful young woman from the house of Ezra. All knew that 
the old master there had died only a short time before, for 
who in the city had not heard of his splendid funeral? The 
Mother Abbess heard the whisperings but she had not yet 
questioned Peony. There must be time for sorrow to spend 
itself. She had commanded that Peony be given a large quiet 
room facing a small bamboo grove. Hot water was taken to 
her by the novices that she might bathe, and fresh soft robes 
of smooth grey grass cloth were laid upon a chair. When the 
novices reported that Peony had bathed and had dressed 
herself in the grey robes, the Mother Abbess commanded that 
Peony’s other garments be taken away and locked in a chest, 
and then that vegetarian foods be put before her and a pot 
of the most delicate tea. All this was done! 

When the Mother Abbess heard that an old woman was at 
the gate she herself went to Peony. There Peony sat by the 
window, her hands folded. In the grey robes she looked so 
beautiful that the Mother Abbess felt her heart ache. Long 
ago when her own young husband had died, less than a month 
after their marriage, she had come to this place. She had first 
waited to make sure that her womb held no fruit, and then she 
had sworn herself away to Heaven. She understood the look 
of a woman who knows that she must live alone. 

‘There is at the gate an old servant, surnamed Wang, who 
wishes to see you, my child,’ she said gently. ‘Shall I bid her 
come in?’ 

Peony rose and turned her great sorrowful eyes upon the 
kind face of the Abbess. She was about to shake her head, and 
then she could not. What she had done had been so quickly 
done. Doubtless David had sent Wang Ma to find her. 

‘It is better that she come in,’ Peony said. 

So Wang Ma came in, and when she saw Peony in the grey 
robes she was speechless and the tears began to run down her 
wrinkled cheeks. She held out her arms and Peony could not 
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hold back. She ran to Wang Ma and the two women wept 
aloud together and the Abbess bowed her head, waiting. 

It was Wang Ma who wiped her eyes first. She sat down. 
‘My legs are trembling,’ she muttered. 

Peony stood, the tears on her cheeks. 

‘What did he do to you?’ Wang Ma asked. 

Peony shook her head and wiped her eyes on her sleeves. 
‘Nothing,’ she answered in a small voice. 

‘So he did nothing,’ Wang Ma repeated. She continued to 
gaze at Peony. 

Peony looked at the floor. ‘That eunuch sent to find me 
again,’ she said in the same small voice. 

‘And you being neither wife nor concubine-’ Wang Ma 

went on. 

‘I have no one to protect me,’ Peony agreed. 

Wang Ma sighed loudly. ‘Is it too late for you to come 
back?’ she asked. 

‘What is there for me except sorrow?’ Peony replied. 

'If you had only done as I did,’ Wang Ma complained. 
‘I took the man they gave me and I lived on with the family, 
and I served my master until he went to the Yellow Springs. 
Now even my old man is a comfort to me.’ 

How could Peony tell her that David was different from his 
father, and she different from Wang Ma? She smiled with 
her lips while her eyes were filled with tears. ‘Do you re¬ 
member you told me once that life is sad?’ 

This she said in so gentle and distant a voice that Wang Ma 
did not reply. She groaned two or three times, her hands 
planted on her knees while she stared at Peony, and then she 
stared at the Mother Abbess. 

‘Will you shave her head?’ she asked the Abbess. 

‘I will be obedient to law,’ Peony said, before the Abbess 
could answer. 

Wang Ma sighed and got up. ‘If your heart is set on 
Heaven, there is no use for me to stay,’ she said sharply. 
‘Have you no message for our master?’ 

Now the Mother Abbess, watching Peony, saw the story 
plain. A rich and lovely rose colour spread over Peony’s neck 
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and face. Her red lips quivered and the tears hung heavy on 
her lashes. ‘I may never see him again/ she murmured. 

At this the Mother Abbess took pity on Peony. Long ago 
she had wept the nights through, thinking that she could never 
be free from the love and longing in her heart. Yet somehow 
the heart had healed, and agony was lost in the past. What 
she remembered now, when she remembered at all, was the 
sweetness of the days when her husband had been living, and 
the pain of her loss had faded. 

‘It is not necessary to say that now/ she told Peony. ‘We 
will see how the heart heals/ 

Wang Ma nodded shrewdly at this and went away. 

After she had gone, the Mother Abbess sat down while 
Peony continued to stand. These words of the Mother Abbess 
had been spoken very quietly but they rang in Peony’s heart 
like bells. She looked up. ‘Do you mean, Mother, that I shall 
cease to love him?’ 

The Mother Abbess smiled. ‘Love changes/ she replied. 
‘When the flame dies, the glow remains, but it no longer 
centres upon one human creature and it warms the whole 
soul. Then the soul looks at all human creatures with love 
diffused.’ 

Peony listened to this and was silent. She stood there, her 
robes flowing away from her, and the Mother Abbess felt her 
pity rise and surround this younger woman. 

‘Shall I tell you why I came here?’ Peony asked after a while. 

‘Only if it comforts you to do so/ the Abbess replied. 

‘There is no law that I must tell why I escaped?’ Peony 
asked. 

‘None/ the Abbess answered. ‘We are all here for some 
sorrow or other. What was our life became monstrous, and 
we found refuge. The only thing that I must have known was 
whether you had a husband’s power over you, so that 1 might 
have bargained for your freedom from him.’ 

‘I have said truly that I have no husband/ Peony replied. 

‘Then live here in peace,’ the Abbess said. ‘Heaven is above 
and earth is beneath us all.’ 

So saying she rose and went away. Peony stood for a long 
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time more, feeling neither weariness nor pain. A deep stillness 
stole into her being. 

For three years Peony lived behind the gate of the cloisters. 
So long did it take for the flame in her heart to change to that 
glow of which the Mother Abbess had spoken. In all that 
time she did not see David. No man was allowed to step 
within the gate and she did not step outside. The very day 
after Wang Ma had left her she took up the life of the cloisters. 
When she had studied the sacred books, had learned the ritual 
of prayers, had taken her share of labour in caring for the 
gods, in tending the garden, and in serving in the kitchen, 
when the older nuns cut off her long black hair and shaved 
her head, she ended her life as a novice. She took the vows 
and she became a nun. The secret life of her heart was over. 
The Mother Abbess gave her a new name, Ghing An, or Clear 
Peace. 

But during these three years Kueilan had come often to see 
Peony. In the first year she had come only twice. Peony had 
sat almost silent while Kueilan, her usual self, had chattered, 
lively and curious about all she saw and telling Peony the 
gossip in her own house. Thus Peony heard that Wang Ma 
and Old Wang had returned to their village and lived now 
with their sons. Thus she knew, too, that Aaron after Ezra’s 
death had gone back to his old idle ways until David in anger 
had bade Kao Lien’s sons take him away when they travelled 
with the caravan, now that Kao Lien was too old. This they 
had done, and they had left him in some country west of the 
mountains, where there were Jewish people living who could 
teach him to mend his heart, and he was never heard of 
any more. 

But after the first year Kueilan came often. She had borne 
another child, a fourth son, and when he was a month old she 
brought him for Peony to see. Kueilan was proud that she 
had so many sons, but when the nuns went away and left her 
alone with Peony, she poured out her dislike of this new child. 

‘Look at him!’ she exclaimed as the nurse stood and swayed 
with him in her arms. ‘Is he my child, Peony?’ 
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Never could Kueilan remember to call her anything except 
this old name. 

‘You bore him/ Peony said, smiling. Heaven had made 
her Kueilan’s equal now, and she needed no more to call her 
Mistress. 

Kueilan pouted. ‘He looks like his foreign grandmother.’ 

Peony could not but laugh. Indeed the tiny boy did look 
strangely like Madame Ezra. His big strong features did not 
fit his small face. She motioned to the nurse to let her hold 
the child. When he was on her lap she looked at his feet and 
hands. They were big, too. ‘He will be a big man,’ she 
declared. ‘Look at his ears, how long the lobes are—that 
means boldness and wisdom. This son is a lucky one.’ 

So she consoled Kueilan, and Kueilan, feeling warm 
towards Peony, coaxed her thus: ‘Come and visit us again— 
why not? The maids do not listen to me as well as they did 
to you, Peony. My eldest son is lazy at his books and his 
father beat him for it yesterday and I cried and then he was 
angry with me. If you come, they will all listen to you, Peony, 
as they always did.’ 

But Peony, still smiling, shook her head and gave the baby 
back to his nurse. 

‘You are the same Peony, even if your head is shaven,’ 
Kueilan coaxed. 

Peony was startled. Did these words uncover her heart? 
Was it because she was shaven and a nun that she did not 
want David to see her? She grew grave, and by her silence 
Kueilan thought she had won her way. When she went home 
that day she told David that she had persuaded Peony to 
come and visit them for a day, and then he turned grave, too, 
and silent. 

In her cell again, Peony cruelly examined her heart. It is 
true, she thought. I dread his eyes upon me. 

There was no mirror in any nun’s room, but she filled her 
basin with clear water and she bent over it in the faint sun¬ 
light at the end of that day and she saw herself dimly. For the 
first time she saw her hair gone, and she thought herself ugly. 
Nothing else could she see, not her dark quiet eyes or her red 
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lips or the smooth outlines of her young face. Her whole 
beauty, it seemed to her now, had been in her hair, in the 
braid she used to knot over one ear, in the flowers she had 
loved to wear in it. For one long moment she looked at herself. 
Then she lifted the basin and poured the water out of the open 
window upon a bed of lilies that grew beside the wall. 

It is my punishment to let him see me, she told herself. 

Yet she did not go for two full years more to the house of 
David. Kueilan bore her fifth child, this time a daughter, and 
had conceived her sixth, when one day a servant came in haste 
to the nunnery to beg Peony to come, because the eldest son 
of the house lay dying. She gave Peony a folded paper, and 
Peony opened it, and there David had written a few words. 

‘For my son’s sake, come.’ 

‘I will come,’ she told the maidservant, and she hastened to 
the Mother Abbess for permission. The Abbess had grown 
old and frail in the last few years and she never left her cell. 
To all she was kind, but Peony she loved exceedingly, as the 
daughter she had never had. Now she clasped Peony’s hand 
and held it a moment. 

‘The fire in you is quenched?’ she asked. 

‘Yes, Mother,’ Peony said. 

‘Then go, my child,’ the Abbess replied, ‘and while you 
are away, I will pray for the boy’s life.’ 

So Peony went out that day from the refuge that was now 
her home, and as she walked along the street she quieted her 
beating heart with steady prayers, her rosary of brown satin- 
wood twisted in her fingers. When she entered the familiar 
gate David was there waiting for her, and her heart quickened 
until her will commanded stillness. She looked at him fear¬ 
lessly, determined that their eyes should not speak anything 
but cool friendship. 

‘Peony!’ David cried, and she felt his eyes searching out 
the change in her. 

‘My name is Clear Peace,’ she told him, smiling. No, she 
would not be afraid to smile, 

‘I think of you always as Peony,’ David replied. 

She did not answer this. ‘Where is your son?’ she asked. 
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They were walking side by side now, she quieting her heart, 
her fingers busy with her rosary. She had forgotten how tali 
he was, how strong. The air of youth was gone, and he was 
a man powerful and grave. She took pride in him without 
feeling sin, and she looked up at him and met his eyes again. 
‘You have not changed so much,’ he said abruptly. ‘Well 
—except for your hair.’ 

‘I have changed very much,’ she said cheerfully. ‘Now take 
me to the child.’ 

‘Ah, my son,’ he sighed. 

So they quickened their steps and went into the rooms where 
David and his two elder sons now lived. Each boy when he 
had reached the age of seven had left his mother’s courts and 
come to live with his father, and David led Peony into his 
room and there in his own bed lay the sick boy. He was no 
longer a child—that Peony saw at once. His tall slender frame 
lay outstretched on the bed. He was breathing but choking 
at every breath, and his face was flushed and his eyes were 
closed. 

Peony took his wrist between her fingers and felt the pulse 
too swift to count. ‘We have no time to waste!’ she exclaimed. 
‘There is poisoned mucus in his throat.’ 

Now Peony, as all the nuns must, had been much with the 
sick, and she knew a disease had fallen upon the city this year, 
borne hither upon evil winds from the north. So she ordered 
a servant to bring a lamp with a strong wick, and another to 
cut a length of soft new bamboo and bring it to her. While 
she waited she dipped cloths in hot water and bound them 
about the boy’s throat to warm his muscles. As soon as she 
had the thin bamboo tube in her fingers, she bade David hold 
the boy hard, and set a manservant to hold his feet. Then 
delicately pressing the thumb and finger of her left hand to 
his jaw, she forced open his mouth and she put down the tube 
and sucked on it slowly. The boy choked and struggled, but 
she persevered until a clot came up into the tube and he fell 
back with a great gasp. 

‘Burn this tube in fire,’ she told the servant. ‘It is full of 
poison. And bring me wine to give him.’ 
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She stood watching and motionless until the wine was 
brought and she poured some of it into the boy’s throat, and 
then she washed her own mouth with the wine, too, and spat 
it out into a silver cuspidor that stood by the bed. 

‘He is better!’ David exclaimed with joy. 

‘He will live,’ Peony said. 

Nevertheless she did not leave the bedside until near dark, 
when the laws of the nunnery said she must return. The next 
day she came back, and every day indeed until the lad was 
well again. 

By that time she knew that she must come often. David 
needed her sorely, for he was perplexed by growing children 
and impetuous sons and too many servants who were lazy 
and disobedient, and harassed because his own prosperous 
business took him much away. Peony saw clearly the years 
ahead when sons and daughters must be betrothed and wed¬ 
dings planned and all the life of a great and busy house be 
carried on to other generations. And she could come safely, 
for David loved his wife. This Peony saw with lingering pain. 
Indeed, she asked herself, why should there be any pain? Had 
she not brought Kueilan into this house? It was not Kueilan 
who had sent her out of it. The marriage she had fostered 
had flowered and borne seed. Between David and Kueilan 
now there was the close fleshly bond of house and home and 
children and prosperity, and ali their life was entwined 
together. Was this not what she had hoped would be? 

The restlessness in David was gone. He had forgotten, or 
so it seemed to her, that there had ever been a life in this 
house different from his own. Even the vestiges of his mother 
had been taken away. The scroll above the table in the great 
hall was gone and instead a painting hung there of crags and 
clouds and pines. By whose command this was done Peony 
did not ask, but there it was, and it signified the change 
in the house—yes, and in David, too. He was content. 

So Peony came and went through many years, and she met 
David and Kueilan as equals, and as time went on as some¬ 
thing more than equal. They came to lean on her and to wait 

310 



for her advice, and she spoke -with authority in_ their 
house. 

When Peony had been for ten years the nun named Clear 
Peace, the Mother Abbess died. During those years Peony 
had grown to such a place of reverence that when the old 
abbess had been buried, she was chosen by the nuns to take 
her place as mother abbess. She had less time then to visit 
David’s house, for she had her own house of women to govern, 
and she did it wisely, without casting down the spirit or 
wounding the heart of any creature, even to the lowliest 
kitchen nun. 

Now followed the years when Peony and David came to 
perfect understanding. She, being Mother Abbess, was free to 
go out as she liked, and none could breathe against her name. 
Neither was she any longer young. David’s two elder sons 
were married and their wives and children lived in Iris house, 
and the next one was betrothed. His eldest daughter married 
young into a Chinese house, and his sons’ wives were all 
Chinese. 

It might have been forgotten that this house was anything 
but Chinese except that David’s fourth son grew up so different 
from the others that he reminded his father now and then of 
what his ancestors had been. Hot-hearted, impetuous, excit¬ 
able, strong, this fourth son kept the household in turmoil. 
Peony laughed at him and loved him best of all, and in 
some strange fashion he became the son of her childless 
heart. 

‘Leave him to me,’ she told David one day when the father 
and son had quarrelled again, as they did so often. ‘I under¬ 
stand him better than you do—because he is more like you 
than you know.’ 

‘I was never like this young fool!’ David protested. 

To this Peony only smiled. 

So the years passed, and as the three, Peony, David, and 
Kueilan, grew old, each year was better than the last. Between 
the two wiser ones Kueilan was treated as a dear and older 
child, and they made much of her and laughed a little over 
her head. She allowed herself to be spoiled and she used her 
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tongue to berate them sometimes and she pouted when they 
laughed at her, but she leaned upon their love. 

It was a prosperous house, and David was one of the city’s 
honoured elders and Peony was its wise woman. Their age 
fell gently upon them all, 

In the city, the synagogue was now a heap of dust. Brick 
by brick the poor of the city had taken the last ruin of the 
synagogue away. The carvings were gone, too, and there 
remained at last only three great stone tablets, and of these 
three, then only two. These two stood stark under the sky for 
a long time, and then a Christian, a foreigner, bought them. 

This made an uproar in the city. The son of David’s fourth 
son, surnamed Chao, had sold the stones. Upon his head the 
wrath of the city’s governor fell. ‘How is it you, unfilial son, 
have sold the stones of your ancestors to a Christian foreigner?’ 
the governor demanded. ‘He must return them, lest he take 
them away from our country to his own and the dead of your 
house rise up to reproach us.’ And he ordered his guards to 
throw this Chao into jail. 

But Chao had the blood of Madame Ezra still strong in 
him and he shouted through the bars, ‘Though you heap a 
fortune on me, I will not ask this Christian to give back the 
stones! They belonged to our religion, which has come to an 
end in this land, but his religion sprang from ours and let him 
keep the stones.’ 

Now this Chao was supported by all that family of Chao 
which had sprung from the loins of David ben Ezra, and they 
pointed out to the governor of the city that for scores of years 
the stones had stood under snow and rain and sun until they 
were cracked, and none had protected them. Why then 
should there be complaint if they were sold? 

There was no one to make compromise until it was remem¬ 
bered in the city that the Mother Abbess had known the 
family well, and so the governor sent his messengers to her 
and she received them at the gate of the nunnery, since it was 
the law that no man could step beyond the threshold. 

Peony was very old now, but her mind was clear and cool 
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and she heard the messengers. Then still standing she gave 
out wisdom, and these were her words: 

‘This one surnamed Chao was a lively child and he grew 
into the man you know. It is his nature to spend his life in 
the jail unless a way is found for him to come out without 
leaving his pride behind him. I knew his father before him 
and his father before that. I will tell you the way: The 
foreigner shall keep these sacred stones he has bought, but he 
shall not take them from our city. Let him set them before 
his own temple, and let him build a pavilion over them to 
preserve them for the generations to come,’ 

The men looked at one another and scratched their jaws 
and acknowledged that the Mother Abbess was wise indeed, 
and they thanked her and went away. 

Even as Peony had said it was done. There in the new 
temple the stones stand to this day, under the shelter of the 
pavilion. Upon them are carved the ancient words ‘The 
Temple of Purity and Truth’, and beneath the words are 
carved the history of the Jews and their Way, and it is there 
said, ‘The Way has no form or figure, but is made in the 
image of the Way of Heaven, which is above.’ 

When Peony had returned to her cell she pondered long. 
Her memory brought back to life all the story of the House 
of Ezra, in which her own life had been entwined by some 
chance, for some purpose she did not understand, except that 
she knew that whatever happened was Heaven’s will. That 
strong and powerful family, the seed of Israel and Ezra and 
David, were they one day to be no more, even as the synagogue 
was gone, which their ancestors had made for a temple of their 
God? Had she done evil when she had enticed David away 
from Leah to marry Kueilan? 

Long she pondered, and as often happened to her in her 
great age, the answer came to her. She had not done wrong, 
for nothing was lost. ‘Nothing is lost,’ she repeated. ‘He lives 
again and again, among our people,’ she mused. ‘Where there 
is a bolder brow, a brighter eye, there is one like him; where 
a voice sings most clearly, there is one; where a line is drawn 
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most cleverly to make a picture clear, a carving stone, there 
is one; where a statesman stands most honourable, a judge, 
most just, there is one; where a scholar is most learned, there 
is one; where a woman is both beautiful and wise, there is one. 
Their blood is lively in whatever frame it flows, and when 
the frame is gone, its very dust enriches the still kindly soil. 
Their spirit is born anew in every generation. They are no 
more and yet they live for ever.’ 
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